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A 
h PREFACE would be dais in this 
| > place. The PARNASSIAN GanrLanD, as 


every one knows who has been a Reader of the 
Monthly Viſitor, forms the poetical department of 


that work, and is collected into its preſent ſhape + 


according to the plan of the Publication. But to 
thoſe who have contributed to- this- part of our 
| undertaking, and who are otherwiſe unconnedted 3 
with us, we cannot but expreſs, | in ſome degree, & >] 
| due ſenſe of the obligations which weowe to their 4 
| independent and cealdiels exertions. | 3 ; 


} 
/ 
1 


We hs to 3 =o | Thoſe ., * 
who have thus obliged, and honoured the Pro- 
| prietors of this Miſcellany, muſt be ſufficiently 
conſcious of their labours to take to themſelves 1 

EI 5 | EE PEE 
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that kind of reputation which it is impoſlible even 
for envy to withhold We have endeavoured 
(and we make no merit of the endeavour) to 
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THE 
PARNASSIAN GARLAND. 
ODE FOR THE YEAR, 1797. 


BY MR. R. DAVENPORT. 


O! to his taſk, the infant year 
Comes forth; no boding ſrown ſevere 
dwls on his brow, but ſmiling mild, 
ſeems of dove-ey'd peace the child ! 
d numbing wand his young hand holds, 
d hoary veſt his form enfolds, 
angry blaſts around him rave 
e ſpirit of the ſtorm ſleeps in his icy cave. 


ſleeps. Still wakes a fiercer far, 

dark brow trench'd with many a ſcar; 

voice loud as the vext-wave's rar, 

s ſable armour ſtain'd with gore; 

rn war! his fiery arm the plain 

imſons with countleſs legions lain, 

hile round him famine, dark deſpair, 

d the wild griſly forms of luſt and rapine glare. 


ntic each breathleſs corſe he ſpurns, bk 
s ardent eye with fury burns. 

ar'd by his lurid frowns, the choir 

2 virtues ſad retire; 
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2 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 


But, with firm gaze, the deathleſs muſe, 


Then, borne on ſeraph wings ſublime, 
She turns from fields of blood, and ſeeks a milder clime, 


And tremble as the clarion's breath 
Commands her ſons to deeds of death ? 


Wak'd by the ſhrill lark's matin lay, 
In ſafety o' er the furrow d ſoil, 
"©, _ © The peaſant haſten to his toil; 


. . While feeble age paſt woes ſhall tell, | 


Y 


Far from the battle's horrid yell, | 
In peace and ſolitude to dwell, 

Where no lorn widow's tender wail, 

No ſhriek, no dying groan, hangs heavy on the galc. * 


His whirlwind-courſe indignant views. 
Sees him, for conqueſt and for fame, 
Spread wide the wildly-waſting flame; 
With laſting infamy ſhe brands 

His laurels torn from ravag'd lands; 


How long, alas! muſt nature mourn 
Her faireſt works by rude hands torn, 


While, red, before her dewy eyes, | 
The flames from burning hamlets riſe, 3 
Where loft her babes the mother ſtands, 3 
And calls on heav'n for aid, and frenzied ng her hands. 11 


When ſhall again, at dawning day, 


And, at mild eve his labour done, RTE 
Blithe carrol, to the ſetting ſun; "; a 
Bleſt once more in his lowly cot, Fu 
To claſp his wife belov'd, each gloomy care forgot ? 


Soon may ye dawn auſpicious hours ! 
Then bright-cy'd pleaſure crown'd with flow'rs, 
Shall lead the dance in ſhady dell 


. And gain a ſigh from pity meek : 
Then, roſy love with dimpled-cheek, "Rs 
Zis light hair floating round his head. "LAS 
Shall to the GY ou bits inowy n you; 7 * 
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' ADDRESS TO POESY. 
| BY MISS ANNA MARIA PORTER. 


TAIL, heavenly maid! thou ſource of thouſand j>ys! 
Say, can a humble ſuppliant's untaught voice 
> heard by thee, where thron'd in vernal bowers 
Df living laurel, near Pierian fount, | 
er the immortal chords that ſtring thy lyre, 
Iny fingers ſweep, and a whole world reſounds [- 
o the vibrations of thy tuneful ſong? 
h! if thine ear can lift a mortal harp, 
end now to mine, and with benignant eye 
mile on my fond requeſt. — Ambitious wiſh !— 
aſk to catch thy thought-inſpiring breath, 
o warble trancing lays reſembling thine, | N 
he ſoul of love to melt along my line, ( | 
igh in each word, and tremble thro” the ſong: | 
ſeek the power to touch the gentle heart, =] 
ith bleeding ſympathy, and kind concern. | 
for ſuch ſtrains as in the early days | 
ighing you breathed into the liſtening ear 
f widow'd Orpheus, on the Thracian ſhore, | 
hen on his loſt Eurydice he call'd | 
ſounds, which had they floated on the air | 
o Pluto's manſions, had once more recall'd ; 
er fleeting ſpirit! ne'er again to fly! f 
| 


> nag? * 
a 


3 


] for ſuch lays, as hopeleſs Petrarch ſung 
latter times; when on his darken'd ſoul 
he ſun of rapture, and of beauty, ſet | 
$0 Laura's grave: when *neath the pitying moon, 4 
ud ſighing trees, along the dreary ſhore,  _ 
ee ftray'd alone, and pour'd upon the cold, 
he lifeleſs urn of her, whom fill he lov*d, | 3 
he burning guſh of agonizing tears.!— - | 
ain, vain the wiſh; this heart perhaps may feel 
g many woes, as the fond boſoms tore f 
f Orpheus, and of Petrarch; but it ne'er 
hall ſigh its fick ſoul on the ſadden'd wind, 
n tones ſo touching, ſo diffolving ſweet: | 
t ne'er ſhall call a world's unbounded tear, 
B82 
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4 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. Eo 
EE EEE eee K — 
With ſudden grief, and ſympathy refin'd. — "78 
Queen of the human heart, the human mind! ; 
Wilt thou not hear a youthful votary's voice? 
Ah, no! away ſhe turns her'frowning face, 
And ſcacters to the wind my uſeleſs prayers. 
Leave, leave me not for ever ſacred muſe ! 
But O] inſpire the verſe, that ſings thy praiſe ; 
O] deign to ſhed upon my lifeleſs page, 
One rag: 4nt ſparkle from thy kindling eye; 
I will no longer aſk its ſun of beams— _ 
No—keey ſuch tranſport for the happy few ' 
Who at thy fide in tender friendſhip rove, . | 
Thro' wilds romantic, fairy-painted ſcenes, 
Where never yet has foot unhallowed trod, 
Where Philomel for ever weeps her grief? 
Soft on the woodland's ear; where, never ſtill, 
For ever murmurs the poetic ftream; _. 
Where youthful zephyr leans his airy head 
On ſummer's muſky breaſt, or leads her o'er + 
(With flying footſteps) the blue mountain's top— 
Where Fame, a huntreſs clad in ſylvan green, 
alls thy lov'd train to ſpeed the noble chaſe, 
erſelf the inviter, and herſelf the game 
here amid labyrinths of dewy roſe, 
fragrant myrtles, and of bluſhing vine, 
- Young Love! encircled by his fairy band, 
His light hair waving on his purple check, 
is waxen boſom bare, his bow unſtrung, 
Mis eye all ſoftneſs, and his breath all balm, 
Leads thro' the mazes of the Lydian dance 
The gold-treſs'd Pſyche, and the Graces three, 
With looks in dangerous languor ſweetly dreſt, 
And voice tun'd only to deceive and pleaſe. 
Ah! I ſhall ne'er be with ſuch friendſhip bleſt, 
Nor rove thro” ſhades that hallow ev'ry form 
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Yet, while ſome ſcanty favours thou wilt grant, . 
With Fancy I may trace theſe flow'ry wilds ; KY | 
For, at her word, what magic pageants riſe | ob 8 
Unnumber'd as the light- illumin'd clouds 1 
That float beneath the ſun's effulgent ray; 1 f 
At Aer command along the ruſky moor, 3 


PARNASSIAN GARLAND. 


The broad lake ſpreads, and o'er its twilight edge, 
Wave the young poplar, and the willow pale, — 
eere, rocks aſcend, in grand confuſion mixed, 
'er whoſe bold tops, in flowering ciſtus clad, 
Nang bending firs, and — pines; 

IV here high in air, the godlike eagle fits, 
he Agamemnon of the feather'd world. 
here as the ſmiling ſorcereſs waves her wing, 
Flows out the ſmooth Savannah's ſunny veſt, 

o bed in ſuch hues as are alternate ſeen 

n the young turtles gaily-ſhifting neck. : 
Tere, from the orb of day, meek-fluſhing, turns 
he radiant roſe, and baſhful hides her charms 
other graces, moſs, and-vivid leaves— 

There, lifts the lily its reſplendent head 

Poith conſcious dignity, a maiden queen, 

Ihe neither ſeeks, nor ſhuns, the eye of day, a. 
Nancy can hid the ſofteſt zephyr's blow, 17 Ah 
fancy can load them with ten thouſand ſcents, 8 
lore ſweet than all the ſpicy breath of Inde; ä 
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fer word can make a new creation riſe, * 
na mid deep gl d ſullen-roari Ku 
and mid deep glooms, and ſullen-roaring waves, {IF 
hen o'er the ſcene her magic robe is flung) Ta 
e can on fight, on ſmell, and on the ear, | 
Per beauty, balm, and liquid-lulling ſounds. 
rt, ab! the enchantreſs wants for me the power 
make me dream, I hear 2 dulcet voice 
ven prompted by the whiſpers of my ſoul, 
4 nd fighing love, I wake my ſimple reed. 
1 THE FADED FLOWER © 5M 


AMA! lovely, drooping beauty, tell 

| How ſharp has been thy lot, 
ce thy ſweet- ſcented charms firſt fell, 25 $I 
As erit thou deck'ſt the knot ; f 
here many a fragrant flower beſide, 55 
Hath bloſſom' d forth its day; 
aſt thou, long time, the village pride, 
And ſhone in colours gay? 
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3 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 
But now, thoſe beauties ſieken faſt 
Before the noon-tide ray; 
And now they whirl before each blaſt, - 
An unreſiſting prey. 
So Myra, blooming, fair, and young, 
Her mother's only care, ER 
Subdued by Caſtro's flattering tongue, 
Lies ſpeechleſs in deſpair! 


Landon, £4 EXONIENSIS, 
Dec. 11, 1796. 
SALVADOR. 
AN ELEGY. 


FE who repoſe on virtue's vernal bed, 

Who quaff from fountains of untainted joy, 
On whom the loves their choiceft influence ſhed, 
And whom no pangs of in-bred guilt annoy ; 


Well may ye ſtigmatize the coward heart, 

That ſhrinks from preſſures which it cannot bear; 
Well may you execrate the ruthleſs dart, 

Which black preſumption buries in deſpair | | 
But, ah, to you the tyranny unknown 

With which conviction graſps a gloomy ſoul, 
Vnfelt by you the agonizing groan - 

Which beats to miſery's funereal toll, 
Ye calmly judge of his diſtracted ſtate, | 

Who, wildly ſupplicates the froſt of death, 


To lay the fury of his burning fate, 
And cool his fevers with its icy breath. 


Like you, Salvador, once in hope elate, 
Met with new vigour each ſucceeding day; 


Unfetter'd yet by that reflective grate 
Through which deſpondence views the ſolar ray. 


But his a parent in whoſe rigid breaſt. 
Dwelt no compaſſion for the faults of youth, 


Whoſe rules preceptive were too oft expreſt 
By the ſtern man dates of unpity ing truth. 
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Por, thus —_—_ did e' er his parent keep 
A father's caution o'er Salvador's way; 

t left his feet to diſſipation's ſteep, 

And every wile where watchleſs ſenſe may fray, 


et had Salvador an ingenuous heart, 

That oft revolted at the path he trod, 

Ind oft ſuſpicion bid his ſteps depart | 

From ſcenes where judgment held her poignant rod. 


cceptibility, yet uncongeal'd, 
Would too aſpire to that invalued prize, 
ghich, to integrity alone reveal'd, 
ð?For ever ſhines above yon paſſing fkijes.. 


e felt the billows that enwav'd his mind; 
He felt, and ſtruggled for that bliſsful ſhore, 
here, leaving each impediment behind, 
The weight of ſorrow can depreſs no more 


ee vainly firuggled—for confliting ſenſe 
*& Obſcur'd the light which conſolation held, 
Ind, only retributive providence, 

2M In vengeance clad, his fearful eye beheld. 


t were the ſighs that conſcience often knew 
Por deviations paſt, not inſincere: 

s, many a pillow in whoſe waking dew 
Was plainly ſeen the penitential tear. 


r, where the ſeeds of rectitude are ſown, 
ncreaſing years their benefits confeſs ; 

ad many a prayer re-breath'd to mercy's throne, 
Will often ſoothe the furges of diſtreſs. 


hus, in Religion, while affliction ſaw, 
Balms that humanity could never give, 
, r faith exalted, and her broken law, 
To him, forhid the kypocrire to live. 


nd /ucA Salvador deem'd the inconſtant fire, 
Which now will burn for Revelation's joyly _ 
nd now recur to each polluted mire, 

That dims its glories and its hope deſtroys. 
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Ah—if Salvador knew that vivid flame, 
Which erſt enlighten'd, then miſled his mind, 
Now roſe to actions of unſullied fame, 
Anon, its ſtrength to infamy conſign'd. 


Sure Virtue's ſelf might drop a pitying tear, 
On all the tortures which deform'd his breaſt ; 

Sure ſcrutiny might paſs his wretched bier, 
And foul aſperſion let his ſorrows reſt. 


He did—by all the horrors of the deed 


That bore his ſpirit from the light of day; 
He did by all the miferies we read 
Breath'd to . in his parting lay: 


ro EUGENIUS. 


My beſt, my earlieſt, and my lateſt friend, 


Eugenius, this bequeathment oft eſteem, 


Long, long regard; with this, my cares ſhall end, 
Thoſe cares which break life's ever-reſtleſs dream. 


Nor blame Salvador that he ſecks to quit 
A world o 'crhung with curtains of diſmay, 


And plunges in that hoſpitable pit 


Where human-perfidy ſhall ceaſe to prey. 


There, the dark batteries by falſhood RY 
No more enſanguine nature's faireſt clime 5 


And there each tranſport expectation made, 


Shall ceaſe to bubble on the ſtream of time. 


| Yet, know, Eugenius, that I prize in death, 


The treaſures borne on friendſhip's ſacred tree; 
That I repeat, with my expiring breath, 
The num'rous diele I deriv'd from thee. 


And, O! to merit not that kind regard 

Wpich fill would chain me to this groaning earth; 
For ſuch endearments, mine the baſe reward 

Of vicious Pleaſure to conſpicuous worth. 


It muſt— it ſhall not be; I'll quit a ſphere 
Where ſyren pleaſure lutes me to recline, 

And while her whiſpers baniſh every fear, 

Lights ap: the the torches of deſtruction $ mine. 


"uf | 
x OM 


[ 
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1 ä eep not for me, Eugenius! I deſerve 3 
No genial ſtreams from virtue's peaceful ſpring z 
ut for their loſs thy hallow'd grief reſerve, 
2X Whom diſſolution has no power to ſting. 
"2 cep not on earth; for, in that happy ſlate 
Where bright perfection holds eternal day, a | 
1 hou ſhouldſt not weep, though through the hideous gate 
oO deepeſt woe, I bent my endleſs way. 
= nd, ſhould compaſſion cheer the unknown track 
Through which I wing my everlaſting flight, 
ay, would Eugenius wiſh Salvador back 
Jo brave the tempeſts of this wintry night? 
I | ; | | 
"2 SONNETS. 
1 BY MR, X. DAVENPORT. 
| TO MY LYRE, | . 


* | HOUGH from thy ſtrings, O Lyre! no ſeraph ſtrain, 

"381 My weak hand calls to charm the liſt'ning ear, | 

y mournful tones, though pleaſure may diſdain, 

et, till, thy grateful maſter holds thee dear; 

For oft, when deepeſt melancholy drear, 

alf exiles trembling reaſon from my brain, 

hen every nerve throbs with the keeneſt pain, 

Soon, at thy ſoothing voice! the forms ſevere 

Of dark deſpair, and anguiſh diſappear; 

IF And peace, and hope, their angel ſmiles reſtore. 

lf thoſe I love ſhall ſhed one tender tear 

= When thy ſad maſter wakes thy chords no more, 

When the cold ſod enwraps his woe-worn breaſt ; 

Thy ſtrings, my lyre, have not in vain been preſs'd! 
my CNY 


TO MIRANDA, 
CANNOT feel my heart with anguiſh torn, 
Yet ſtifle in their birth my mournful ſighs; 
| thoſe I love, I cannot view the ſcorn, 

Yet bid the tear not dim my aching eyes. 


"720 
1 


U 


Ge OE: 


| 
t 
| 


TS — 


dM. ee ee FE EE AIG ORD 


— 
* 
— 
— 
2424 5 — ww 
4 Sas . —— _— 


10 TRE MONTHLY VISITOR. 


Wc: 
"I 

« . 1 % q 
"3 . hb 
> * . 
x . 2nd | 
1,2 SPE 

by co K. 
> + « 

oY 


Vain thought ! the breaft that keeneſt ſorrows rend, 
Will mourn th' influence of oppreſſive ill. | 


O thou—for ſure, I yet may call thee friend! 


Why doſt thou help my cup of woe to fill ? 


Had the dark hydra Vice enroll'd my name 

Among the countleſs myriads of her hoſt, 

I, then, oppreſs'd by mingled grief and ſhame, 

Had own'd Miranda's friendſhip juſtly loſt; 
Had, filent, ſunk beneath deſerv'd diſdain ! | 
Nor. told to mortal ear my throbbing boſom's pain. 

. TO MIRANDA _ © 
SCARCE with more perfect or more pure delight, 

The countleſs hoſt of heaven's aſſembled choir 

Saw the rude anarch Chaos ſpeed his flight, 
Scar'd by the new-born ſun's effulgent fire: 

When each glad ſeraph the harmonious lyre 0 
Rejoicing wak *d, as from the deepeſt night, 
Unnumber'd ſyſtems burſt at once to ſight, 

At the dread fiat of th' Eternal Sire! 

Scarce with more bliſs, (if mortal may aſpire 

Thus high) the rapt ſtrain on th* ambroſial gale, 

They pour'd; than I, the prey of ſorrow dire, 

The ſweet aſſurance of thy friendſhip hail. 


Fair ftar! may till thy animating ray, 
| Gild the ſad gloom that clouds life's weary way 


— — N 
TO WINTER. 

Lr happy mortals, love the gaudy blooms 
That deck the boſom of the laughing ſpring, 
And, fann'd by her warm breath, profuſely fling 

To the young gale their delicate perfumes; 

Stern, rugged winter—thy congenial glooms, 

' A mournful pleaſure to the ſad heart bring, 
Where pale deſpondence ſpreads her lurid wing, 


Which fate ſevere, to ceaſeleſs ſorrow dooms. 


Tt loves, than all the vernal pride, much more 
Thy ſtorms wild howling through the foreſt bare; 
Thy driving ſnows the plains that mantle o'er; 
Thy chilling miſts, that dim the burden'd air; 
Sad nature ſeems her ſorrows to deplore, 
And ſympathetic feels the ſoul's deſpair, 
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70 4 FRIEND ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 
DECEMBER 3T, 1796. 


4 1 EG ARD, my friend, this genuine ſtrain 
N From friendſhip's artleſs lyre, 
nich, to thy virtues juſtly due, 

9 by virtues ſhall inſpire. 

Mn dr think the world-illumin'd blaze 

of valour's dread renown, 

dr all the ſteps ambition ſtrides 

o gain his lofty crown, 


one demand the glowing ſong 
Of everlaſting fame: 

ee ſame bright energies are fann' d 
ny feeling's gentler flame. 


ve, ſenſibility divine! ; 
"Are dearer to the heart; 

d, than the deeds of glory, far 
A happier ſtrength impart. 


e upright, ſympathetic ſoul, | = 
r' /:g/0r10vs muſe can prize, 5 
ore the chief whoſe thunders brave _— 
re thunder. of the ſkies! - ö 
a if that upright ſoul be thine, 
and I—th' inglorious muſe, 

is ſimple tribute friendſhip gives, . 1 
ill Daviſon refuſe ! a 
: : O. . 1 


% 


| STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF LOUISA. af] 


BY MR. R. DAVENPORT. 


LEEP, ſweet Louiſa, calmly reſt, 
Thy toilſome taik of life is o'er; 
dender, ſpotleſs, love-lorn breaſt, 
be band of woe ſhall harm no more. N 
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What though no whiſper of complaint, 
No loud lament for leſt repoſe, 

No paſſion wild, fair ſuff ring ſaint! 

Told the ſad ſtory of thy woes. 


Full oft I pitying heard the fighs _ 
That ſpoke the anguiſh of © ſoul ; 

Oft mark'd how from thy flarry eyes, 
Frequent the tear expreflive ſole. 


| | | 9 Faſt from thy cheek the roſes fled, . ] 


. By the chill touch of pale - grief driv? n; 
Tin, meek, refign'd, devoid of dread, 
11 Thy ſpirit ſought its native heavy“ a! 


O, now with fadeleſs glory crown'd! 
The prey no more of pains ſeverg : 

Tor'd friend !—if yet the ſoothing ſound 
Of mortal praiſe may meet thine ear 


One moment quit thy ſiſter train, 

From thy bright, bliſsful manſion, bend; 
Approving, hear this plaintive ſtrain 

Of him who fondly call'd thee friend. 


In ev'ry tender breaſt enſhrin'd 
Long ſhall thy ſweet 8 n 
Thoſe woes which thee to earth conſign' d, 
Shall thoſe who lov'd thee oſten tell. 


3 
- Each maid, each youth, of- love the flave, 5 
. Shall figh for one to love ſo true! 
And bending o'er thy early grave; 

The ae $4 with a tear bedew! * 
No noxious weed, no prickly.thorn, - 

Shall ofer thy ſacred aſhes creep; Es 
But tj hall ſweeteſt. flow'rs adora CEE 
; The narrow ſpot—where ſweet they ſleep, 
. There, he, who mourns thy ſhorten'd date, 
+14 Ling'ring at dewy-eve, alone, 

Shall fighing, chide his wayward fate, 
A with thy calm reſt Neck! his ont 
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b | ODE TO THE GENIUS OF ALBION. 


BY Pp. COURTIER. 


S there a State, whoſe valiant brow 
Speaks not the preſſure of decay ? 
Who, borne on Glory's fearleſs prow, 
Purſues her undiſputed way, 
EAnd, ſmiling ill, with energy ſublime, _ 
—Wocks the wide waſte of earth-devouring Time? 


rbere is—For, © ramparted around 

Ey Ocean's everlaſting mound, 

roll many an age has Britain food 

Encircled by her parent-flood ; 
PDiſdainful ſpurn'd the guileful yoke 

Pot foreign manners, foreign laws; $ 

2&7 hoſe, though ſhe oft conſents to wear, 

he wears unknown to ſelf-applauſe ; 

heſe, her high temper ſcorns to bear: 

Aud let the wild incautious foe 

nlnſult her with his frenzied lore, 

Her patriot ſons infuriate blow 

re vengeful trump ; and, from her ſhore, 
Von mountains of their native oak, + 

In deathful-majeſty they ride; 

hile conqueſt ſwells th* impetuous tide. 


Such was the day, when humbled Spain, 
Her vaunting creſt by ViRory torn, 

Saw, on the ſpeed-exulting main, 

= Hecr ſhame to diſtant kingdoms borne. | 

he cloud-portending ſkies, 

ruhe angry tempeſt, whoſe tumultuous ſon 

Seem'd as great Nature's dirge, advife 

Unheard. The blood-inſpired throng, 

By Ruin nerv'd, to ruin bend their way. 

Paſt is the elemental ſtrife; | 

Their purpoſe fires ariew; 

Madly they urge, where laughter rife, 

Taunts, with defeat, their gaſping view, 

hd Death, and foul Diſgrace, impale Life's ſerting Cay ! 


01. I. E | Genius 


THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 


Genius of ALs 10Nn | while thy temper'd ſoul 
Sought but the honours of a juſt controul 
O'er thy embattled foes; 
The chain, the peſtilence, the woes 
Which Malice, for thy welfare ſpread, 

- Enwrapt his own infidious head: 
Then, ftern-eyed deſolating War, 
By Juſtice drawn, his burning car 
Charg'd at thy mandate, caught thy breath, 
And ſcatter'd wide the fumes of Death! 


Still let the ſpirit of empriſe 

Breathe in each grand, each uſeful art, 

Spread the full pendant to the ſkies, | 
As from thy coaft thy ſhips depart 

Fraught with ſcientific ſtores, ' 

To gild the gloom of ſavage ſhores : 

There, extend the liberal hand, 

And raiſe to life 4 mighty land; 

Who to diſtant days ſhall tell, 
Glowing with the genial flame, 

To us, in Friendſhip's holy ſpell, 
Free-born Truth with Britons came! 

Nor never, Britain, never more, 

Thy fingers ſtrong in human gore, 

Reduce the free, unpractis'd ſoul, hap 

To gulp the dregs of Slavery's bow! [ 

If juſtice wakes thy boundlefs ſtrength, 

And bid the ſword unſheath its direfal length, 

Then, on the Plunderers of the Earth, 

| Hur] thy vindictive rage; 

And to ſome act thy courage ſhall give birth, 3 

Which, while it ſpreads thy fame, ſhall grace the moral page 3 K 


* 
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And, ſuch an act awaits thy fateful choice, 
If Faction's thoughtleſs roar, 
Caught by the charm of black Invaſion's voice, 
Throng to thy rocky ſhore ; 
And, on thy yet unvanquiſh'd ſtrand, 
Lift with Deſtruction's ſeowling band 
Oh! if ſuch hour thine eyes ſhould e' er behold, 
By all thy fires, with deahlaft Fame ,. 


—— . — 
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y Sidney's ſoul-illumin'd pile, 
$I hich ſtill enſtars thy favour'd iſle; 


2 y Hampden's name, who bled, and died, 

with Freedom ſmiling at his fide ; 

y Alfred's ghoſt, whoſe Britiſh fane 

Is hallow'd with the ſlaughter'd Dane; 

y Creſſy's field, where Strife unjuft, 

aw Gallia's chiefs embrace the duſt, 

rin the dread heap of noble ſlain ; 

ade wondering Time his feet detain ! 

l coward tameneſs bind that awful arm, 

i with the blood of patriot ages warm? 

i ANACREONTIC. 

bw ky w. AMPHLETT. 

SJTILL does the Winter's frown deſtroy 

4 Th' adventurous flower that early blows, 

does Deſpair, with ſavage joy, | 
aatt the firit hopes the Lover knows! 


Il Winter's icy sceptre ſway ' 

in Seraphina's gentle heart? 

| cold Indif* rence ever prey 

Dn what ſoft Pity would impart ? 


> barliſh fat unfeeling maid, | 
here Love and Beauty never reign ; 
when thy beauty is survey'd, 
ſegleted Love muſt ſtill complain! 


OO ———_——— —ñ œ 
THE DEFENCE. 


ENTLE Charmer! Oh, ceaſe to reprove 
WJ The coolneſs pervading my breaſt, 
oldneſs ariſing from Love, 

hat never could ſee thee diftreſs'd. 
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In a world whoſe unceaſing delight, | = A 
Arabition and greatneſs is—gain, h TREE | * 
How looks a poetical wight, 115 

| Whoſe riches exceed not his brain? at 
That brain, not unfrequently too, 8 
Unbleſt with the ſtreamlets of rhyme, aids 0 


Can yield no mellifluous dew _ | | Kt 
To moiſten the parchings of Time. ' 

I know that the bubble of ſtate, | = 
You can unaffectedly ſhun ; . % | o. 

That the trappings attach'd to the great 1 


Are not, in your fight, like the ſun : 
But could you reſolve to forego =P { 
The charms Mediocrity yields, > WW 
And toil with a partner of woe, = 
Where Want muſt embitter the fields? ru 
Though dreary, the picture is true, 1 4 
; And drawn by no ſiniſter bard, 


Exhibited thus to your view, 
Permit it to chill. your regard: 

A regard which to thee, lovely Maid! 
Can only misfortune impart, 

And caſt in inſcrutable ſhade 
The proſpects which brighten your POY 


Yet think not, while thus I pourtray 
The ills that encompaſs me round, 
All truth now compels me to n+" 
I ſay, without feeling its wound; 
Ah, no! for the heart that indites | 1 
Each accent interpreted here, =. 
Would blot what its meſſenger writes 4 


With many a ſorrowful tear. WP 
Compaſſionate, conſtant, and mild, 1 2 [hy 
Myrtilla ! thy warnings return N64 | aur 
e Indulge not in fancies ſo wild, 23 þ a ] ou 
«© Nor ſuffer theſe fevers to burn. 2 las 
& Recal your farſt purpoſe to view: e a2 oY be 
And lift to the voice of a friend © 1 he 


e The footſteps of commerce purſue, 
$ And wealth will your labours attend. 
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s not my fair Monitor known 
er friend is unform'd fer the crowd; 
lives but in Solitude's zone, 
\ far from the wealthy and proud : 
r can he, though often he ſighs, 

io think of his wayward incline, 

= {ſtems which Lucre ſupplies, 
- Reverberate Nature's deften | 
loves, though diſconſolate Fate 
orbids the endearing return; 
hopes, though calamitigs wait 
Already thoſe hopes to inurn. 
, ſurely ſuch feelings may crave 
The ſympathy 1 withholds, 
i cloth'd by the hand of the grave, 
"WT hey reſt in Obſcurity's folds. 


— Ä — 


TWO SONNETS, 
BY MISS ANNA MARIA PORTER, 


WRITTEN IN A RUIN. | 


A MID theſe walls, deſerted now and drear, 

While yet pale Evening's laſt bluſh faintly ſpreads 
deepen'd purple o'er theſe lone-towers' heads ;— 

hile fades the foliage from the dying year, 

nſive I ſtray; and all to forceful grief, 

adly reſign'd, I liſt my heavy tear 

dund on the fallen, yellow - tinted leaf. : | 
days of ſweet delight! for ever dear, * 

[hy, like a troubled ghoſt, do ye appear, at 
aunting my lonely hour? For ah! a prey 
wild, wild woe, all weepingly I firay; 

las! no hopes my pilgrim footſteps cheer— 

here'er I go, within my breaſt I bear 

he bitter ſource of all my deep deſpair ! 


C3 


Io 


TO'A WILLOW. 
o wirrow! art thou fall'n Ah! as J paſt. 
Thy graces Jate, I ſaw thee green and fair, 
Waving thy ſoft boughs on the ſummer air, 
And fighing muſic on each paſling blaſt !— 
But now—up-rooted—torn—l1 ſce thee caſt 
Pale on the river's brink.—O ! what a tear 
Drops from mine eye, as now the long, long paſt 
Ruſhes upon my heart ;—Ah ! once ſo dear, 
So fair as thee—ſo ſad, ſo ſweetly wild, 
I ſaw my Ellen late ;—and now, the tomb 
Tells us alone of all her youthful bloom, 
Her gentle ſoul, her angel manners mild ;— 


Kind, matchleſs girl! though dead to all below, 


Still ſhall thy image in my boſom glow. 


—— — Hö 
ODE TO SPRING. 
BY MISS ANNA MARIA PORTER. 
REEN-ROBED Goddeſs ! fair, and young, 
From Venus and 2 ſprung; 
Blue- eyed, lily-boſom'd fair! 
With ſmiling lips, and flowing hair, N 
Come, with all thy feſtive hours, 
Dreſt in coronets of flowers, 
Such as thy own April flings 
From his dew-impearled Wings : 
Vi'lets, cowilips, and the roſe, 
That yellow in the meadow grows, 
Snow- drops pure, and lilies pale, 
That love to linger in the vale: 
Come, and from thoſe ſwimming eyes 
Where Cupids lurk, and rapture lies, 
Scatter glories o'er t the earth, | 


Such as may awake to birth 
Every loitering flower, that dwells 
Cloſed within their icy cells. 
Hither turn thy buſkin'd feet, 
Haſte, thy Zephyrus to meet, 


THE e MONTHLY VISITOR; 


"Anh 


PARNASSTAN GARLAND. 19 


— —— —˙ 
P WA OR 
— = — —— TT — 


— 


nd with kim delighted rove 

hro' every wood, and every yorny ; 

idding every bird awake 

hat drooping fits in dell or brake, 

pring ! for thee, with looks elate, 

he youths implore, the maidens wait; 

nd every plant, and every tree, 

ighs, and buds, and droops for thee. 

ze | the lilac longs to pour, 

'er the green earth, her purple ſhower 

and, waving o'er the fields, behold . | 

ue ſoft liburnum's ſplendid gold 

cls in vain, and pants to caſt - 

er bloſſoms an the ſounding blaſt ; 

hile now the almond, bluſhing deep, 

akens from her careleſs ſleep, | 

nd glowing, kindling, waits alone 

hy preſence, to proclaim thee known. 

h! hither haſte ! for oft I ſigh 

or April's earth, and April's ſky ; | 
pant to mark thy varied day, - 
o bleſs thy ſmiles, to hail thy ſway ; | 
o wander with thee through thy bowers, 

oy thy ſun, and feel thy ſhowers. 


_—_ 


r 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT, | | 


TO AMICUS, } 


'VAILS it + nxt; my friend, with ceaſeleſs care, 
Firmly the path of rectitude to tread, 

he ſterneſt frowns of angry Fate to bear, 

With mind unaw'd, unchang'd by flaviſh dread; 


Fhile, like the conſtant ſhadow, Envy pale, 
And ſneering Scorn, and ruffian Hate purſue; 
ark Slander whiſpers her malignant tale, 

And paints her victim of the blackeſt hue? 


Yes , 


And, 


Sweet is the ſpirit's ſelf- approving voice 


Mx matron, Twilight ! at thy ſilent hour, 


In frequent circles round his lonely tower; 


Say, doſt thou mourn that from thy native bed 


| And to the bee thy treaſur'd nectar ſpread? 
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Yes, it avails! in innocence ſecure, | 
The heart, though bleeding at the touch of woe, 
Can taſte a pleaſure more refin'd, and pure, 
Than proud triumphant Guilt ſhall ever know; 
Can, ſpite of all its banded foes, rejoice. 


— — 
TO TWILIGHT. 


When ſlow, as loth to part, in Weſtern ſkies 

"The laſt fine ſtreak of glowing crimſon dies, 
While Veſper haſtes to lead his ſtarry power; 
When the bright dew-drop on each clofing flower 

Trembles, as ſoft the lulling zephyr fighs ; 

And the dull bat on uncouth pinions flies 


Ah, then, full dearly do J love to firay, 


Far from the giddy rout of Comus jolly; 


With folded arms, alone to bend my way, 


Free from the hated din of empty Folly, 


Through ſome faint ruſtling grove, or cloiſter grey, 2 
Loſt i in the muſings Weet of ſainted Melancholy, = S 
E Wa 
— ä — F , a” To 
10 THE FADING FLOWER. = 
Poor luckleſs flower, why languid droops thy head, Let 
Why do thy late warm tints begin to fail; | As 
And that ſweet fragrance which perfum'd the For, 
Why from thy lips, for ever is it fled? The 


Untimely torn, thou ſhalt no more inhale 
© The ſun's warm ray, the renovating gale, 


Alas, like thee, from tranquil pleaſure torn, 

And doom'd no mare Hope's ſunny ſmile to know, 
Thoſe faded hours of 1 I ſadly mourn 

For which, though vain, Regret's fond tear will flow, 
Thou happy die'ft. Y: „ by pale anguiſh worn, 

Fn * to feel protracted woe, - 
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Ir from that hour the dewy Morn's bright eyes, 

On earth firſt ope, till dull night's ſpect'red-noon 
When, with ſlow, ſolemn march, the veſtal moon, 

And marſhall'd band of ſtars, deſcend the ſkies; 

Muſing to ſtray, and with repeated ſighs, 

That ſpeak a heart with ſaddeſt woe in tune, 

To crave of pitying heaven alone this boon— 

That with freſh bliſs, for thee, each morn may riſe! 

If thoſe thou lov'ſt, to hold, than light, more dear; 

To place their image in my heart next thine ; 

If, when thy mild, thy angel voice I hear, 

On the ſoft ſounds to dwell O maid divine! 
Might claim one tender ſigh, one pearly tear; 

The pearly tear, the tender figh were mine, 


—— ͤ — 


FoRTITU DE. 


Nis Man's hereditary doom to fi, 

1 Compaſs'd with ills, befieg*d by hoſtile pains, 
Wants, perils, and misfortunes jointly try 41 
To wound each thought, and clog the ſoul with chains - 
Then, heir of ſorrow ! fortify thy mind, . | 

The ſad contingencies of life to bear; 1 | 
Let lion Courage, with Diſcretion join'd, * "BN = og 
As with ſtrong armour, every thought prepare, 9 
For, as the camel on hot Lybia's ſands, -— 2 

The ſtreſs of hunger, thirſt, and heat endures, 

And fainteth not; ſo virile courage ſtands 

Midſt hofts of ills, and victory enſures. 

A vig'rous mind at. Fortune's malice ſmiles ; 

Palm-like tends upward to unclouded ſkies; 

Looks to its God, and gains, for tranſient toils, 

The crown of endleſs life, and boundleſs joys ! | 

On Fortune's ſmiles his pleaſures never reſt, 

HY hoſe ſmiles are changing as th' inconſtant moon; ——— 
Nor can her frowns his boſom e'er moleſt, 2 TY 
Or caſt a cloyd athwart his mental noon, 
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Survey yon rock that braves the angry flood, 
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| 
N 
| Againſt whoſe ſides the ſounding billews break; h. 
4 So Fortitude, as now, has always ſtood; p 
| Nor can Affliction his foundations ſhake ; 0 
| In inſtant danger, he betrays no dread, 
No daring ills his ſtableneſs defeat; h 
Z He, like a turret, rears his lofty head, - t 
And Fortune drops her arrows at his feet: | 9 7 
Well-arm'd, he goes the ills of life to fight; — 
Comes back triumphant from the victor field, "FF 
And feels within an exquiſite delight 


To find his paſſions, as misfortunes, yield. 
But ſouls not form'd with courage to ſuſtaan 


Life's weight of woes, the burthen of diftreſs, 8 
Like flexile reeds, that crowd the miry plain, | — 
Bend with each ill, and earth inglorious preſs. Vt 


1 TO A YOUNG LADY, _ 7 


ON HER TELLING THE AVTHOR, © THAT SHE DID NC 3 ou 
EXPECT SO MUCH POLITENESS FROM $0 GREAT A POET. Wl 


N ITHANRs to the candour of my beauteous friend, Ire 

5 : Whoſe mild reproof, at length, hath let me know or 

| here all my beſt ſolicitudes muſt end; | =o: 
And whence the ſource of many a ſecret woe. | 

| To me has poliſh'd Elegance denied nal ; 4 

| The bland attractions of the ſocial hour; | = w! 


But hence conclude not that pedantic pride 
Has ſeal'd my tongue, and taught my brow to low'r. 
The pertinent loquacity of wit, _ 955 
The prompt refinement of che finiſh'd beau, 
The bounding eye, where ceaſeleſs pleaſures ſit, 
And the gay negligence that theſe beftow— 
1 I do not boaſt ; for, o'er my early years, . 7 
| ; . 25 Va; 
Grief— re, has ſtretch'd her lurid wing; | Ic 
Diſſolv'd the eye of Happineſs in tears, | 4 
And nipp'd the budding honours of the ſpring. 


= 
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, bleak Calamity cannot ſuppreſs 

ine warm effuſions of a grateful heart; 

pulſe tbat vibrates with a friend's s diſtreſs, 
or that which in his joy can ſhare a part, 


has Indifference aſſum'd the throne 
here young Suſceptibility ſhould reign, 
Apathy's impenetrable zone 

; Ro Ae this breaſt inſenſate to Diſdain. 


dOiſappointment's gloomy atmoſphere, 

WV hen gathering clouds forebode approaching FINELY 
i 'mid the diſmal ſullenneſs appear, 

f Love, and Harmony, the ſhining forms. 


e theſe revive an elſe deſpondent ſou}, 

ad ſpread a balm on Sorrow's bleeding wound; 
. T1. old the mind while Fate's dread thunders roll, 
aud pour the light of Conſolation round 


then, withdraw not that benignant beam, 
Which ſhed a luſtre on the darkeſt night, 

| not the ſun, that from Affliction's ſtream, 
ould ſtill exhale the Spirit of Delight, 


of the various troubles which infeſt 
he weary pilgrim, in this mundane ſphere, 
one can agonize the tender breaſt 

ore than neglect from thoſe we moſt revere. 


ay, ye phantoms of inglorious Fame, 
Such—ſuch ye are, if Friendſhip yields to you) 
what, alas! is eminence of name, 

f, in exchange, to Peace we bid adieu? ? 


_urn, ye hours of unaſpiring j joy, 
hen converſe wander'd in unſtudied eaſe, 
yet acquaintance had begun to cloy, 
And my felicity was but t pleaſe. 


n (he who now the ſad reverſe deplores) 
aria's (elf was privileg'd to hear 

old the wreath of Information's ſtores, 

nd give freſh oY to the blooming year, 


Yet Then 
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Then too, Miranda oft would kindly deign 

To add the treaſures of her fertile mind, 
Treaſures, whoſe ſweets could baniſh every pain, 
And aching brows with mirthful poppies bind ! 


Glory—T would not barter theſe for thee, 
Nor all the ſplendour which thy charms beſtow ; 
As far ſuperior are theſe joys to ne, | 
As verdant vallies to eternal ſnow. 


* 


WoOoDPV ILIE. 


TEE DESERTED INDIAN. 


ARK is the countenance- you now behold, 
On which the ſun his fiery beams has ſhed; ; 
Weak is my frame, unable to uphold 
My fainting ſpirits—faint for want of bread. 


Caſt on a land where Wealth and Plenty dwell, 
Caſt on a land where gen'rous Pity ſmiles, _ 
By your donations, bid my boſom ſwell . 
With thanks, to recompence your friendly toils, - 


An alien, wandering from my native ſhore, - 

My language wild, and Ailbnant to hear: 
For all your gifts the God whom you adore 
Shall take the heart-ejaculated prayer. 


T have receiv'd, like you, what Nature gave— 

A body ſubject to diſeaſe and pain; | 
And, though'enforc'd to live another” s flave, 
A noble thirſt for Liberty retain. ' 


A mother bore me in her feeble frame, 1-7 
Suſtain'd my life with nutriment like your's, 

Taught my young voice to liſp a father's name, 
And chant the majeſty of Mithra's . 


To you I lift my want-enfeebled hand; 
To you I lift theſe eyes, replete with tears; Fe TP 
Cold blows the wind—Oh! aid me to withfiand | 255 
The woes of * the ea of en worn e : 
(M8. W. 8. 


— 
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DIRGE, 


ING BY LEONATO AND BEATRICE, OVER HERO, sur- 
POSED TO BE DEAD. | 


Vide “ Much Ado about Nothing. 


ENCE, Slander, hence, with horrid tongue, 
Nor haunt the grave where Hero lies 
vaunt! and let the ſoothing ſong : 

f ſofteſt, tendereſt ſorrow, riſe. 


ir maid, adieu! condemn'd in life 
extremes of love and hate to know; 
t now nor Malice lifts her knife, 
or Envy draws her ebon bow: 

or perjur'd vows, nor lover's fighs, 
again ſhall break thy filent ſleep; 

t Memory till, with ſtreaming eyes, 
jall o'er thy cold-bed fondly weep. 


ound thy turf, each moonlight night, 
e victims of hard-fated love 
all join to meet thy kindred ſprite, 

1 nd hallow all this ſacred grove. 


ce more, farewel | thy lonely grave 
cet Peace her dear abode ſhall make ; 
d Pity's ſelf thy form ſhall fave 

r Innocence and V irtue's ſake |! | 
5 7. N. 


0 — ü lüẽ—— | 
TO MISS M— K—. 


FORGIVE me, fair Maid ! if I dare to intrude | 1 
My feeble and unmanner'd lays ; | | 1 
r deem my intentions uncivil or rude, 
If I venture to ſing in your praiſe. 


hen the ruddy-fac'd morn firfi appears to the view, 
And the ſun ſheds a glimmering ray, 

de Perſian falls proſtrate his vows to renew, 

And worſhips the Parent of Day. 

Vor. I. 
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E'en thus, your lov'd preſence, to me is ſo dear, —_ 
And your converſe ſuch pleafure, imparts, 8 Al 
All nature ſeems glad when Maria is near, an 
But looks mournful whene'er ſhe departs. y or 
As Arabia's rich ſpices diſtil into dew, 5 ie 
And the lilies their fragrance exhale; or 

As the fair modeſt roſe opes its bud to our view, Netter 
And the thorn yields its ſcent to the gale; Ar 


As the pale ſilver moon, the Queen Regent of Night, 
Her ſplendour unveils from a cloud; | 
As the vaſt concave heavens are ſtudded with light, 
And ftars the blue firmament crowd —g——ꝛ 


Ah! who can mild Gratitude's tribute withhold, 
Or Aﬀection's ſoft impulſe withſtand ? 
When the beauties of Nature ſuch treafures unfold, 
Can we turn from her liberal hand? A 


Can we view the kind bleſſings ſhe daily ſupplies, | 
With a cold and a filent diſdain ? her 

Shall we liſten to thoſe who pretend to be wiſe, | 
And ſay, that all pleaſure is vain ? OS here 

Oh, no!—'twill not be; for the ſenſible mind Hh 


Feels the joys of its natural ſtate ; = 
Forgets its af? ſufferings, or leaves them behind; 


And contentedly yields to its fate. = 
No; our ſenſes are charm*d—yet we hail with a ſigh atch 
Such ſweet and ſuch tranſient delight nd | 
So Maria allures me—but coy to comply, | rot 
Like a meteor ſhe ſteals from my fight. oo 

d ki 

Believe not that man is by nature depray'd, anc? 
That his paſſions but lead him aftray ; 85 her 
By immutable laws that he's bound and enſlav'd, iſda 
Or that vice bears an abſolute fway :— her 
*Tis the coward's laſt refuge, the bigot's belief; . 
But ſages its tenets diſdain— | T WI 


INDEPENDENCE alone yields a certain relief, ea 
And Virtue ſecures us from pain. 
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I 


u vain do you tell me, to love is unwiſe, 

And the merits of abſence commend ; 

n the blind ceaſe to mourn for the loſs of his eyes, 
or the patriot forſake his beſt friend ? 


ve me back then, fair fpoiler! the heart thou haſt ta'en, 
Or do not this compromiſe ſpurn— | 
et the fugitive wand' rer, in quiet remain, 
And yield me —— own in return. | 

| | * .. 
v— — 


THE FLIGHT, SOF FANCY :—A FRAGMENT. 


BY C. WALKER. 
[AUTHOR OF THEODORE CYPHON, &c. ] 


HERE Eden's ſtream, with murmurs ſoft and flow, 
Glides in a progreſs ſcarcely ſeen to flow; 
here tow'ting cliffs hang pending o'er the _—_ 
nd awful horror ſtrikes the mind with dread ; 
here pines exalted catch the paſſing breeze, 
nd whiſpering echo lends her voice to pleaſe; 
here, while in ſofteſt indolence I lay, 
Ind watch'd the wat'ry mirror move away; 
ft have I thought——Qn what far diftant ſhore 
all thoſe waves periſh, to return no more ? 
happy fate! to ſail through worlds unknown, 
e blooming wilds—=that bloom'd for me alone; 
atch the fieſh breeze impregnate with perfume, 
nd learn to trace the foreſt's deepeſt gloom ; ; 
rough diflant climes to bear my wat'ry way, 
nd /ave the ſhores where Naiades* ſport and play. 
d kiſs the land where once the Sylvan ſwain 
anc'd in ſoſt meaſure to the Lydian ftrain ; 
here Spartan maids, in Freedom's nobler cauſe, 
iſdain'd the ſoftneſs of domeſtic laws ; ; 
here men with breaſts by amor faatria fir'd, 
onquer'd to triumph, or in war expir'd ! 
r winding on from Lacedzmon's coaft, 
eave the Attic ſhore—fair Freedom's 2" 
dr barren Paleſtine—whoſe ſterile ſands 
Fiuſe their harveſt to rebellious hands. 
D2 
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Where ſnakes and vipers curl along the way, 
And baſking ſcorpions in the ſun-beams play. 
For now, no more the timbrel and the lute 
Reſponſive vibrate to the olian flute, 

Nor Zion's daughters, in the ſacred grove, 
Sigh to the whiſpers of almighty love ! 

No more the vintage crowns the cloſing year, 
Nor ſongs melodious gladden on the ear; 

No more Pomona ſpreads her varied ſtore, 

For Iſrael's ſons ſhe ſheds her fruits no more; 


E'en Heav'n's high temple, that with grandeur roſe 


Where God himſelf ſeem'd willing to repoſe, 


Where Earth's productions had combin'd to meet, 


And Art and Fancy ſaw the work complete, 
Now, like a fleeting viſion's paſs'd away: 
And ſcarce a trace tells where the ruins lay. 
Her ſons and daughters, worſe than captive, led 
In vagrant wand'rings ſeek their ſcanty bread. 
But while, O Zion! we regret thy fall, 

We bow in rev'rence to the God of All! 


Soar on my fancy ; and, from Judah's land | 
Borne on a wave along the deſert ſtrand, 
Hail the grim regions where deſtructive ire 
Glows in the breaſt, and ſets the ſoul on fire : 
Where rage, and luſt, and furious tranſports burn, 
And each wild paſſion triumphs in its turn. 
There Carthage, once, caus'd lofty walls to riſe, 
That nod contempt at Rome, and Rome deſpiſe ; 


That ſhelter Commerce in her flight from Tyre, 


And bade her ſons to boundleſs ſway aſpire. 
Alas, how great, how terrific her doom! 


( Down! down with Carthage!“ cried Imperial Rome; 


In one ſad hour, the Queen of half the world, 


From pomp, from grandeur, and from empire hurl'd, 


Sunk into duſt—beneath th' inſulting foe ; 


| Whoſe breaſts, ungen'rous, triumph'd in her woe. 


Sap, here ſhall thought her active flight ſuſpend, 
And midſt barbarian wilds, her progreſs end; 
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with the eddying wave, ftill onward flow 
o trace new climates, and new worlds to know; 
ave far behind the realms where arts are known, 
nd quit the temp'rate for the torrid zone ? 
here Afric's ſons, a black, uncultur'd race, 
pnſume the day in gambols or in chace, 
dort on their native ſands without a care, 
Fr baſk beneath the ſun's meridian glare; 
Jr with the ſombre bride by Nature dreſt, 
aſc ſimple love, congenial to the breaſt, 
ichout alloy th' ethereal paſſion ſhare, 
Ind, more than Afric's daughters, think her fair; 
o plans of future, no ideal pow'r, | 
ſtroy the pleaſures of the paſſing hour: 
ontent to live on Nature's bounteous ſtore, 
is birthright, Liberty, he aſks. no more. 4 
t e'en this boon, the charter of high heav'n, 
dr which mankind, in turns, have nobly ſtriv'n, 
nfeeling Commerce would from Afric tear, 
nd drag her ſons—unnumber'd ills to ſhare ; 
eftroy the ties of family and friend— 
onſign'd to mis'ry Death alone can end. | 
e free-born Negro, doom'd to ceaſeleſs toil, 
ent down by labour, and a death-fraught ſoil, 
bile noxious vapours mingle in the air, 
nd vivid lightnings mock with wanton glare ; 
hile hurling tempeſts roar through black'ning ſkies, 
nd pinion'd Horror o'er the country flies: 
here toils the wretch—to pride and pomp a ſlave, 
hoſe utmoſt with is bounded by the grave: | 
there man o'er man uſurps imperious ſway, 
nd crime ſtands brazening to the bluſhing day. 


CO —o—— Zn—— 


TO MYRTILLA. 
MARCH-26, 1797. 

A H—notice the ſeaſons :—how faſt 

\. They ſpeed in their deſtin'd career; 

e doze on the time that is paſt, 


And wake with a new-cracſed year: 
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Still, Pleaſure our end and purſuit, 

Contented at diſtance to hail, , 

Or, bend her fair cluſters with fruit, 
Diſtruſt ſhall the treaſure impale. 


And whence this unpromiſing toil, 
For joys that we never can prize ? 
When life has preſented a ſoil 
Where peace, unacceptedly, dies? 
Deception has planted miſtruſt 
| Where friendſhip had learnt to repoſe ; 
And the heart that was feeling and juſt, 
Turns callous with mercileſs woes: 


The preſent may teem with delight, 
But man will, unſatisfy'd, pore -. 
Mid ſhades of unſearchable night, - 
To gather Futurity's ſtore: 
While Mem'ry, as tranſports decay, 
To cheer the dead ſtillneſs within, 
Recals each ineffable dag 
. When hope was unmingled with fin ! 


Myrtilla! I once could have ſtrung 
A harp that was faſhion'd to mirth : 
In ſtiains, not unmeetly, have ſung 


The morn that revolv'd on THY BIRTH. 


But mirth was not fitted to me; 
Or (ſorrow refuſes the theme; 
For that harp has long cling'd to the tree 
W hcſe branches recline in the ſtream. 


When I fing, I am told, *tis the ſong 
Of a ſpirit familiar with care; 

That the graces recede in a throng, 
And bend not to tones of deſpair: 

© Yet Myrtilla, ſuch ſtrains as I breathe, 
Thou wilt not, thou canſt not reject: 

For thee, they ſhall circle a wreath 

_. Which fancy could never effect. 


Though others, as languid and flow, 
May conſtrue this negligent line; 

For verſe where rich melodies glow, _ 

Thou wouldſt not its ſpirit reſign. 
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That ſpirit, demands not, to thee, 

The form and the poliſh of art; 
Thoſe ſhew not, what elſe thou canſt ſee, 
A paſſion entwin'd with the heart. 


and, are there who ſeek to divide 
Affections that never can ceaſe ; 

ho think, that our love ſhall ſubſide 

In a cold unintelligent peace 

id tempers like thoſe e' er endure 

The kindneſs that mingles with life; 

Ire wounds that no ſolace can cure 

8 When friendſhip is buried in ftrife ? 

bey have: yet, by motives miſled, 

Which anger attributes to good, 

EST heir love is inveſted with dread ! 

WE Their beſt admonitions withſtood! 

! could but their tenderneſs break 

on hearts that for tenderneſs ſigh, 

Jo longer involy'd in miſtake; | 

Young concord ſhould lighten each eye ! 


= 


n temples where care has impreſt 
Dark traces untravell'd by time, 
ight hope, in ſincerity dreſt, 
| Re-kindle vivacity's prime; 

n griefs which the days yet unknown 

| Regard with a frowning command, 

blivion, aſſerting her throne, 
Might lay an intenſible hand! 


las, gentle Girl ! for theſe views 
Are ſummits we never muſt gain: 
Vain dreams, which fick fancy purſues 
To cheat the wild throbbings of pain! 
lift, —but the muſic of joy 

Diſturbs not the veſpers of thought : 

is paſt ! not a wiſh bur would cloy 
Could it riſe—by misfortune unwrought. 


r. COURTIER, 
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Lou fit, and liſten to the ocean's roar. 


Or range through woods, whoſe brown feet tread 


5 Yet ah ! each path with thee is ſweet, 
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SONNET To 4 SEA-GULL. 


WRITTEN ON THE SEA SHORE. 
N rave the wild winds o'er the wat' ry waſte, 
] 


And, ipringing from the wave, the Sea-gull's form 
uſhes its whiteneſs on the dark'ning ftorm.— 
Ah, happy bird ! where do your pinions haſte ? BW 
To ſome ſtrong iſle by deathleſs rocks embrac'd. | 9 I. 
Dauntleſs you ſoar, and on ſome warlik tower, _— 
Or awful height, upon the rude beach place 


For then, eſcaped from its deſtructive power 
Sublime in air, the angry winds you hear; 
But I, alas! in life's tempeſtuous hour 

See no kind land, no lotty turret near: 
Shoreleſs my ſea, and endleſs is its rage— 

O! when will death's Gerad calm its potent wrath W 


ANNA MARIA PORTEP. 
— — 


THE INVITATION. 
TO HENRY. 


OME, Henry, come! for lo! the day 
Sheds purple glories on the fight ; 
7 ſhall we bend our happy way 
To where yon trees are waving light? 


Or ſhall we ſeek yon bean- flower bed, 
Where breezes faint with rich perfume ? 


On lilies wild, or ſtrawberries? bloom. 


And as I on thy dear arm lean, 
The ſame to me the dark retreat | = 
As where the ſun-ſhine cheers the green. e el 


Then haſte : Jong, and let us rove 
Through all the charms of dale or plain: 

For whilſt I own a ſiſter's love, 

I ſcorn vile Slander's idle ftrair.. 


ge 
ER. 


ror Jam loved, and thou art dear. 
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harm*d with thy animated mind, 
Soothed by the ſoftneſs of thy heart, 
bleſs thy ſentiments refined, 


| nd own the tranſport they impart.— 


nd gayly to thy wit I ſmile, 


Y Or fondly to thy tender tone 
eend the liſtening ear, the while 
l ö make thy feelings all my own. 


come, thou warmeſt, kindeſt friend! 
come with thoſe eyes ſo blue and clear; 


are not where our footſteps bend, 


ANNA MARIA PORTER. 
ON AURELIA's BLUSHING. 
AY, gentle ſpirit! haſt thou ſeen 


= W hen the ſun darts o'er ocean low, 


nd ſudden burſts on heav'n's wide ſcene, 
e warm, the radiating glow. '— 


y, haſt thou ſeen the opal white, 
rit when no ray its breaſt illumes, 
en flaſhing on ſome rapid light, 
hat blooming brilliance it aſſumes ? 


d haſt thou ſeen an ebon cloud, * 
om which the rainy torients flow, 
hen Pheœbus caſts away his ſhroud, 
eam with the orience of the bow ? 


d haſt thou ſeen, when turtles coo, 
heir varying boſoms ſwiftly fluſh ? 
oot from the pale, and duſky blue, 
d mingled colours boundleſs bluſh ? 


if thou haſt, thou'lt'gueſs the grace, 

e rich ſuffuſion beaming light, 

hen on Aurelia's lovely face, 

e bluſh firſt kindles to the ſight, 
| | | I DWIN. 
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SONNET 
TO A BRACELET FOUND IN A GROVE. 


AIL happy pearl! from the ſoft ſnowy round 
Of that dear arm for which ſo many figh, 
Say, wert thou by Aurelia's ſelf unbound, 
And left to meet her favour'd ſoldier's eye 


And ſay, ye trees! beneath whoſe branches high 
So oft ſhe ſtrays, ſay, all ye vermil flowets, 
Mid whom fo often fly Aurelia's hours, 

Ah ! did ſhe bid you here for Edwin lie?— 


O! dare I hope, that led by time and fate, 
Some white-winged hour may come, when at her feet 
Rapt, I may breathe that paſſion, warm and ſweet, 4 
Which my Aurelia only could create: 


That in thoſe eyes where love and feeling beam, | 
Edwin may * bleſt hope, and raptured live for them. 
| EDWIN, 


. 
o coο L. 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT, 


EASE, prithee ceaſe, each vain endeavour, 
Believe me, all thy hopes are vain; 
For never Coquetilla, never, 
Can my firm heart receive thy chain. 


Thy voice ſo ſoft, thy artful languiſh, 
Thy prudiſh frown, thy luring ſmile, 
Thy ſighs— the counterfeits of anguiſh, 
. I know, are but the tricks of guile. 


In vain, my love or pride to waken, 
You flirt it with a ſcore of beaux; 
Sadly indeed are you miſtaken : 
9 I'will never ruffle my repoſe. 


And, though with twenty more coquetting, 
You ſternly frown'd on me alone; 

Faith I ſhould ne'er waſte time in fretting, 

Nor e' er to winds or waters moan. 
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dp thy bootleſs perſecution, 

I ſwear by each bright ſaint above, 
ou canſt not ſhake my reſolution ; 
or, one of matchleſs charms, I love! 


ad as the ſweet May's ſweeteſt morning, 
ls ſhe for whom my boſom ſighs ; 

r mind, each gentle grace adorning, 
Speaks in her love-inſpiring eyes : 


e tints upon her fine cheek, glowing, 
shame the frail Roſe's meaner hue ; 

ad the ſoft tones from her lips flowing, 
Fall like the morn's reviving dew. 


y, when in all her glories dighted, 
The pale Moon mounts her ſilver car; 
hat gazing eye by her delighted, 

Can heed the twinkling of a ſtar ? 


— — — 
SoVNETS 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT, 
Mitten January 18th, 1797. 


[ ORN of my natal day! not with the ſtrains 
VI Of airy mirth, thee can I ſmiling hail. 

ou bring'ſt no friendly balm to ſoothe the pains 
I feel from the keen ſhafts of Sorrow pale. | 


d wander guideleſs, driv'n by Fortune's breath; 
To bend in filent ſadneſs, o'er the urn 
Friendſhip, torn by Malice or by Death, 

Is mine :—and, can I greet thy ſad return 


come no more I love thee not, dark morn! 
Thy due career thou twice ten times haſt ſped; 
t haſt thou found me fainting and forlorn ; 

Oft ſeen how my poor wounded heart has bled : 


It now, bright-beaming through the lonely gloom, 
ce Hope's radiant ſtar reſt on the peaceful tomb. 
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TO A BEAUTIFUL MORNING. 


All, lovely morn ! O, thou art paſſing ſweet! 
Thy genial breath renerves my fever'd frame! 


' Check'd is awhile the flow conſuming flame; 2 
In milder tone my throbbing pulſes beat. * 
Freed from the troublous viſions of the night, | B 

Of Phantaſy and Woe the children drear; B 
I, faintly ſmiling, greet thy preſence dear, nat 

That wakes the buſy world to freſh delight: ſak 

But, not to me, ſweet morning! doſt thou bring, o 
As to the paſſing crowd, unſullied joy; D. 
For me, alas, pale Fear and Doubt annoy; * 

And my {ad breaſt feels Sorrow's venom'd ſting. T 

Yet will I bleſs thee, for, with ſmile benign, et! 
Thou giv'ſt the hearts I love, the bliſs denied to mine! dou 

— — 
TO THE MOON. 


Direct th' erratic traveller to his cot; 
On thy chaſte form, deyotion leves to gaze, 
In winding vales, or on the pine-croun'd pot. 
Thy trembling beams, elancing o' er the main 
Now palely-gleaming through the fleecy clouds, 
Now widely-ſpreading o'er the furzy plain, 2 
Now bringing to the view the ſhip's white ſhrouds, 
Awake Reflection's melancholy figh, 
That wafts to Friendſhip's urn the tender ſoul ; 
Extract unbidden from the ſoften'd eye, 
The genuine tear that art can ne'er controul ! | 
Beneath thy pallid beams—the Muſe del ights to rove ; 


Far from the tents of vice, and ſcenes of lawleſs love. 
| | w. 5.1. 
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SONNET. 

TO MIRANDA. 
FEW ſhort months—and I, with that delight 
Which pureſt friendſhip only can create, 
w thee, Miranda, young in beauty bright, 
Beaming gay health, and innocence elate ! - 
BS But grief has check'd the current of thy fate; 
vat fate ſo envied ! and grief's tediousinight 
ak'd many a filent woe, and. fearful ſprite 
Of ſicklieſt hue, to tinge thy wonted late. 
h! I ſhould mourn. as one unknown to joy, 
Did I not know the temper of thy ſoul : | 
now that while ſickneſs doth thy frame annoy, 
Thy mind ſprings upward to its heav'nly goal. 
Net I muſt mourn that one ſo good, ſo fair, 
Would yield a victim to untimely care. 


WoopviLL. 


HINTS TO YOUNG ACTORS. 


« Reſpicere exemplar vitæ morumque jubels 
«© Doctum imitatorem, et vivas hinc ducere voces.“ 
| . HOR. ART. POET, 


DoNDER well o'er, and weigh within your breaſt, 
ber ſuits your talent, what your ſtrength the beſt; 

t, can you judge impartially between | | 

ze Spouter's rant, and Aor's latent vein? 

dr think you act, if nightly you rehearſe 

me hundred lines of pompous florid verſe ; 

e Tragic art, believe me, does not lie. 

the white handkerchief, or lengthen'd ſigh. 

ſock or buſkin would you hope to ſhine, 

irth muſt with ſenſe, and grace with wiſdom join; 

r here, ev'n wiſdom's vain, in critic faght, 

ould you want judgment to direct it right. 

iſdom, 'tis true, is an eſſential part, 

t, when unajded, fails to gain the heart; 

Vol. I, 5 — 
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Rarely united in one man, we find 
A graceful perſon and enlighten'd mind; 
Yet, without theſe, you vainly hope to . 
They're both eſſential to your main deſign. 
If Nature wayward, ſhould her aid refuſe, 
And you muſt play - then court the Comic Muſe. 
Hard is the taſk of copying Nature well, | 
There's ſcarce an art in which ſo few excel; 
A finiſh'd Actor ſeldom now appears, 
A Roſcius—ſcarcely in five hundred years: 
You'd know the reaſon—why, *tis clear as day— 
The wretch that ſcarce can read, will dare to play 
Tho' wit, taſte, wiſdom, all deny their aid, 
He'll combat Nature, nor reject the trade; 
Tho? void of judgment, breeding, grace, or eaſe, 
The deſperate hero ſtill expects to pleaſe ! 
Experience proves the world's not right inſane, 
To ſtamp ſuch mimics with an Actor's name. 
With men of rank and taſte, we rarely find 
This ſpark of genius kindled in the mind; 
et will theſe upſtart-blockheads claim pretence 
To judgment, manners, taſte, and eloquence : 
We all have ſomething in our voice ('tis true) 
To pleaſe ourſelves, if this alone would do. 
Cuſtom may make the hoarſeſt voice ſeem clear, 
Diſcordant ſounds from cuſtom pleaſe the ear ; 
You cannot judge, nor on yourſelf depend, 
But try your ſkill on ſome impartial friend, | 
Some learned friend; for what the herd may praiſe, , 
The riper judgment with diſguſt ſurveys. | 
He'll mark your faults ; but yet, if too ſevere, 
He'll drive the timorous actor to deſpair ; 
If harſhly rough, he'll but increaſe your fear, 
And make each hiſs a hurricane appear; 
The artful critic, cautious leſt he errs, 
A laurel ſcarce on Nature's ſelf confers, 
Denies each grace; to each perfection blind, 
He's ſtill ſecure: his taſte is too rehn'd : 
But each thick ſob, and ev'ry ſtreaming eye, 
To the ungenerous critic, gives the lie. 
. *Tis hard, I own, if oft you've play'd a part, 
To raiſe your paſſions till they touch your heart; 


I 


PARNASSIAN: GARLAND. 


lay d many nights ſucceſſively, it muſt _ 

damp thoſe nice feelings that it rais'd at firſt. 

ere Shakeſpeare's beauties in one play combin'd, 

he ſame routine. muſt-pall the jaded mind ; 

et if you act, and feel not what you play, 

chat or doſe the tireſome ſcene away. - _ 

Am I to weep ? from yen muſt fall the tear; 

hen will I ſorrow, then my grief's ſincere; 

auick down my cheek th' applauding tributes flow, 

hile my breaſt heaves reſponſive to your woe ! 

e fails to grieve, or make my joy fincere, | 

hoſe genius flaſhes only here and there; 

is not enough you blaze out now and then, 

azzle a moment, and retire again: 

e muſt not hope to rivet down my ſoul, 

ho fails of ſtrict perfection through the whole. 

Actors, believe me, though you ceaſe to play, 

vn when you're filent, ſtill you've much to ſay : 

Wour friend's misfortunes your attention claim, 

hen-muſt a ſympathy pervade your frame; 

our feeling mind, your'varying face muſt ſhew ; 

Ind when he grieves, wear you the look of woe. 

:fine each paſſion : for by this alone 

pu'll give to each its proper look and tone; 

arch Nature's ſelf, tis there alone you'll find 

e ſecret movements of the human mind. 

through each feeling line, you lifeleſs creep, 
yawn awhile; at length fall faſt aſleep. 

Avoid all affectation, nor attempt _ 

d ſpeak too well; you only raiſe contempt : 

or yet too quaint ;- but juſt a midway ſteer, 

both extremes judiciouſly keep clear; 

feed ſtops, and emphaſis combine 

d mar the ſenſe and meaſure of the line. 

Sick with diſguſt, I loathe him from my heart, 

ho, paſſing Nature, over- acts his part; 

he fiction's loſt, I'm now no more deceiv'd, 

[hat paſſes Nature cannot be believ'd: 

e ſkilful Actor cloſe to Nature goes, 

: leaves my mind not too much to ſuppoſe ; 

e acts with ſtrength, and ſparkles with a zeal, 

Whate er the theme, that others never feel.“ 


Mi. ldle Temgile. w. HU BAND. 
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70 MY FLUT. E. 


RIEND of my lonely, penſive hours, | 
Whoſe ſweet, enchanting, ſoothing — 5 
iſpel my ſorrows. and my woes, 
And lull my mind to ſoft repoſe; 
While tuning thy ſeducing ſtrains, 
The ſoothing balm: of love-fick ſwarms, 
My heart forgets each preſſing grief, 
And ſeems to. feel a ſhort relief; 
The melancholy notes of love 
My ſmitten heart's attractions prove; 
In airs of plaintiye ſoftneſs ſwell, 
And charm me with their magic fpell. 
Yet, while I thus my love reveal, 
Sweet are the tranſports: which I feels | 
But ſoon my breath. unequal grows, 
And ſoon again return my woes. 
Like fading notes, I fain would die, 
And breathe ny AIG figh!. 


J. cor Joy. 


— —_— ; 
FULIA: AN ELEGY. 
HE ſun had ſet; and: o'er the cheek of eve 
oy Full many a deepening tint had twilight drawn; 
E 


n loſt to dreams which giddy pleaſures weave, 
And wrapt in thought of days for ever gone— 


ulia, the hopeleſs Julia, penſive ftray'd 
bre the thick wood, l of their blooms, 


Pluck'd many a wild flow'r from the tangled ſhade; 
But, fighing, taſted not their rich perfumes. 


The ev'ning ſtar naw op'd his liquid-eye, 


And rifing from the eaſt in clouds of light, 
The clear moon glided thro? the azure ſky, 
Robing the woods and. plains in ſilvery white. 


. Faſtby a hanging banks romantic fide, - 

O'er which the aſh and lime luxuriant n. 
A ſummer- ſeat was placed, amid the pride 
Of many a . e light, and lie blue: 
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3 ſunk, and muſing as ſhe ſat, 

eard not the riſing wind ſublimely paſs, 

Vhich ſounding, whirl'd in air her ſimple hat, 
hen flung it prone amid the ſighing graſs. 


ooſe to the gale her nut- brown treſſes ſtream' d, 
Jer ſoft white breaſt was chill'd, and on her cheek 
he crowded tears beneath the moon-light gleam'd, 
Vaſhing the faint trace of its colour we. 


i'd were her eyes upon the diſtant bound 
f the black landſcape, buried deep in ſhade, 
Hor the pale orb but ſhed her beams around 
he ſpot, where ſat the melancholy maid. 


Oh! at this hour—with lifted hands ſhe cried— 
t this moſt lonely hour of ſummer night, 

hen all theſe woods, that ſtretch their arms ſo wide, 
lept, ill and ſilent, mid a world of light— _ 


f 
j 
0 
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lere on this ſpot, in his dear arms I lay, 

ho now impriſon'd on a diſtant ſhore, 
Lopeleſs recals the cheerful blaze of day, 

nd ſweeter freedom of this peaceful hour, 


lere my loſt ſoldier caught the lateſt kiſs, 
lere told, and liſten'd to the conſtant vow z 
h! even theſe were ecſtaſies of bliſs, _ 

o the deep tortures of my boſom now. 


,ong may I look in vain—theſe ſwimming eyes 

ſo more ſhall weep upon his faithful breaſt, 

lo more ſhall lighten, as his potent ſighs | 
urſt from that heart to which his love is preſs'd, 


rhaps in ſome dark cell, a ſlave to woes, 

is fair hair ſcatter'd, and his blue eyes dim, 
e lies expiring—no fond hand to cloſe 

he tender eye, nor ſhroud the marbled limb, 


h God ! even now, beneath the tyrant ſteel, 
oſt he may be to Julia and to love, 

is cold form ſpurn'd by many a lawleſs heel, 
ad left groſs inſult from each wretch to prove: 


E 3 . 
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Ye heavenly powers! that form which has ſo. oft 
Fill'd theſe fond arms, and thrill'd with every glow 
Of lofty valour, or mild merey foft— 

Youm=even mercy to this cruel foe. 


Unhappy youth! O dearer, dearer il) , 
Where'er you. are, or free in tranquil death, 
Or forc'd the bitter cup of life to fill 

O! thy poor Julia loathes her vital breath!“ 


Struggling, and fpent, by many a ſob ſuppreſt, 
Her faint voice died—while guſhing from her eyes, 


Which now her icy hands convulſive preſt, 
Faſt flow'd the tears which miſery ſupplies. 


Awful in grief, ſhe ſat a ſilent ſpace, _ 
The yellow moon-light, penſive, filvering o'er 

The half-hid features of her youthful face, 

The long white drapery which her figure wore. 


Soft as the ſouth wind, hurried as the north, 
Iulia! O Julia! !”” fſtruck her ſtartled ear, 
Riſing, a piercing ſhriek her voice ſent forth, 
Then finking, ſought thoſe arms, ſo fond, ſo dear 


Yes—it was Pollio; who from death remov'd, 

Now kiſs'd her red lip, and delighted ſpoke ; — 
Haſtening to her who. was alone belov'd, | 
Her own fair form upon his vifion broke. 


= 


« 0 Julia! Julia! do I live to ſee ill . 
Thoſe beautics yet my own, and heighten'd ſtill \ not 
By a pure heart, devoted firm to me) | he 1; 
I do—I do; the tears which now diſtil OW « 
O'er thy warm cheek, aſſure me that thou art ynic 
Yet all my own!” —ſo ſpoke the ardent youth, heſe 
And more impetuous to is cager heart {or ou! 
Snatch' d once again the emblem of fair truth. 3 
To their bleſt ſighs the rude winds ſoften'd fell, Or * 


The moon ſhone clearer, and each cloſing flower 
And waving lime, ſhed round a ſpicy ſpell, s 
| To conſecrate to Love this hallow'd hour. 

ANNA MARIA PORTER. 
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© THOUGHTS. ON . 
THE DEATH OF MRS. ELIZABETH COFIELD, 


WHO DEPARTED THIS LIFE MARCH 25, 1797, IN HER 
73D YEAR, AT HAMMERSMITH, 


\ ND ſhe is gone ;—ſhe whoſe unfeign'd efteem 

Grew with the progreſs of my infant years 

To manhood's date, which but confirm'd her love: 

For ever gone! and theſe negle&ful eyes : 

Knew not a laſt farewel. Ah, me—how frail 

re all our hopes! For I had fondly hop'd, 

re death's diſmiſſal, to have ſeen this friend, 

nd ſooth'd her dying pillow with the fight 

of one ſhe lov'd in life, and lov'd ſo well. 

© She could not ſpeak. - What conſolation this? 

or ſhe could feel and know the friendly voice 

\nd /ook the firmeſt ſpeech. But it is paſt; 

The dreadful ftruggle's paſt, and ſhe is fled! 
Twelve months are ſcarcely gone, when we were met 

Wo mild but cheerful health: the ſtoried hour, 

By wit enliven'd, ſped unheeded by: 

She talk'd of other times, and childiſh feats; 

Vhile, now and then, a dear unbidden thought 

Dn friends departed—check'd her pleaſing lore. 

be paus'd a filence —and nought elſe was heard 

ill Maro ſang a ſweet canarian note; 

\ note his miſtreſs knew: it call'd to mind 

he late-loſt inmate of his neighbour-cage, 

ow ceas'd to fing. Nor blame my aged friend, 

ynic capricious, or philoſopher, | 

heſe little birds made muſic for her age, 

hrough many a lengthened day ; and now, 

ne loſt, ſhe dropt a tear :—and fleeting time, BIS 
th coming death, and ſcenes beyond the grave, 

or ſhe aſpir'd to thoſe, ruſh'd on her thought 


. COURTIER, 
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THE DEATH OF MENROCH : 
[FROM THE ERSE. 1345.] 
BY G. WALKER. | 


OURNs the Maid of Urin's ſhore, 
Mourns ſhe to the ocean's roar ? 
Mourns ſhe for her lover ſlain, 
O'er the dark and duſky plain? 
Ceaſe thy wailing, maiden fair ! 
Menroch ne'er can ſoothe thy care. 
Thy warrior brave is ſunk to reſt; 
Green's the turf on Menroch's breaſt. 
At night, his ghoſt dejected groans, 
To hear thy plaints, to hear thy moans : 
Ceaſe then, maiden fair, Oh ceaſe, 
And let thy lover reſt in peace 


So the brave, who dic in fight, 

Cloſe their eyes in endleſs night ; 

Or, by their lover's wailing torn, 

Quit the grave, to ſteal forlorn 

O'er the dark and dreary waſte, 

Like flitting winds in hurried haſte : 

Or beneath the craggy ſteep, 

Sigh reſponſes to the deep; 

Echo to the ſorrowing waves 

That Scotia's ſhore inceſſant laves: 

Ceaſe then, maiden fair, Oh ceaſe, 
And let thy lover reft in peace! 


Brave was Mcnroch in the fight, 
Gleam'd his ſword like flaſhing light; 
Glad, exulting, when he roſe 
To ruſh upon his country's foes 
Like a torrent—nought could ſtay 
His arm in its deſtructive way: 
Champions fam'd for deeds of might 
Sunk before him in the fight ; 

Purple was the blood-dy'd ground, 
Many an hero laid around: 
Ceaſe then, maiden fair, Oh ceaſe, 

And let thy lover reſt in peace 
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Fall'n is Menroch's lofty pride, 
all'n upon the mountain's ſide: 
The crafty Molloch, hid heneath 
The hawthorn on the northern heath, 
WDcalt the keen unerring blow, , 
That laid the mighty Menroch low! 
ow, his ghoſt at midnight wakes, 
and thy grief full ſore partakesi; 
Wighs in cadence to thy tale, 
r deeply murmurs in the gale: 
Ceaſe then, maiden fair, Qh ceaſe, 
And let thy lover reſt in peace! 


T0 THE ROSES. 


? ROOP, O ye modeſt Roſts,.and no more 
LJ Beam forth ſuch ſhining rays, but rather ſned 
hed your rich hues, and from the lily's· ſtore TEL 
may yourſelves forlorn in pureſt white; 
aſt from your forms whate/er may charm the ſight, 

d hang your heads upon the dewy bed: 8 
dr now, alas! Lavinia's tender care s 
o longer ſhields ye from the pelting ftorm, ; 
the bleak northern blaſt; na hand attends 
0 prune the faded fprigs and leaves away : "IN 
t cankers, now, muſt gnaw your bloſſoms bare, 
arch your fair buds, their ſymmetry deform — 
nd, as the ſand which on ſome mountain's fide 
Where rarely the froze winds can gain acceſs). 

ath tarried long, by the warm ſun addreſt, 

es at th* approach of Africus' keen blaſt, 
d ſhall your ſlender forms be ſwept afar; | 

or ſhall it boot ye, that your. fragrance ance 

ng on the boſom of the richeit Fair 
dat ever comforted the ſoul of man— _ 
ve to torment and rack ye with the thought 
at ye ſhall never grace that boſum more. 


MISERICUS, 
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ODE TO AMICUS. 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT. 


RIEND of my heart ! you aſk, in vain l 
I cannot from my much-lov'd lyre 


Call forth the rapid, glowing ſtrain: "I 
Chill'd is the Muſe's genial fire; bor 
Sunk in profound repoſe ſhe lies, | = 7 
Lethean ſlumbers ſeal her eyes. nd 
For ſee, no fair ſcene ſmiles around, 8 Fr 
No warm ſun bids the buds uncloſe ; | Wl ſit, 
No wild flowers ſweet bedeck the ground, | | Vith 

No ſtream in lulling murmurs flows; | 
No birds gay carol in the trees, - | nten 
Nor ſighs the foliage to the breezes 0 


But all is cheefleſs, bleak, and bare, 
Save where juſt peeps the ſnow-drop's bell: 
Chill fogs hang heavy on the air, 
The blaſt raves loudly through the dell; 
And wet, and numb'd, the toiling ſwain 
Unwilling treads the miry plain. | 


| Aſk you, how I contrive to ſpend 
The long-protracted gloomy hours, 

Since now, no more the Muſe, my friend, 
Exerts her care-diſpelling powers? 

Lift: I will tell you how I ſtrive 

Far from my breaſt dark thoughts to drive: 


If not too ſternly frowns the day ; 
From ſocial breakfaſt, when I riſe, 
I to the buſy city ſtray, 
And aſk ſome politician wiſe + 
What army's beat, what ſtate muſt fall 
Before the hateful anarch, Gaul. 


But, much more. do I love to meet 
The tender friends my heart holds dear: 

Encharmed, to their converſe ſweet, 
I liſten with attentive ear; 

Till pining Sorrow ſleeps awhile, 

And Pleaſure wakes again to ſmile. 
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There, as I gaze on Stella's eyes, 

Though mute, that eloquently ſpeak ; 
ear Laura's voice, like Zephyr's ſighs, 
And mark the bloom on Mira's cheek ; 
think on her, the maid divine, 

n whom theſe varied beauties join ! 


Should winds and clouds the day deform, 
BS I bid the cheering fire blaze bright, 
And, ſhelter'd from the driving ſtorm, 
From morning dawn till duſky night 
fit, like ſome ſage wight profound, 
Vith countleſs volumes ſcatter'd round. 


Intent, with curious eye I pore 
O'er many a philoſophic ſcroll, 
earch Hiſtory's exhauſtleſs ſtore, 
The deeds of elder time unroll ; 
ce varied legions crowd the field, 
And free-born ſtates to tyrants yield, 


turn the Chian-minſtrel's page, 
There, brutal Diomed appears ; 
here ſtern Pelides? quenchleſs rage, 
There ſad Andromache in tears: 
ſigh o'er godlike Hector's fate, 

nd lofty Ilion's ſinking ſtate. 


it, rapt by Arioſto's verſe, 
Or her who ſang on Mulla's ſhore, 
combat firm, with monſters fierce, 
Ruſh to where ſwells the battle's roar; 
pr wand” ring, ſtray through fairy bowers, 
hrough trophied halls, and moſs-clad towers. 


o, Shakeſpeare waves his potent wand: 
On wings of wind light ſpirirs ride, 

mbodied, at his high command, 
Sons of paſt years before me glide : 

w'd by the wild and ſolemn tones, 

ly foul his mighty magic owns, 
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With tender Petrarch, ſad, I weep; 
The realms of woe with Dante dare: 

On daring wing, with Milton tweep _ 

Heaven's arch; and breathe N N : 

Or, hurried to the Boreal chme, : 

I trace the myſtic, — 


Thus charm'd, unmaſk'd each moment ſteals, 
Till ſcar'd by midnight-bell, unbleſt, 

I ſeek my bed ;—where ſoft fleep ſeals 
My weary eyes, in balmy reſt; » 

And, glowing with each favourite theme, 

I, of love, hope, and ſorrow dream. 

Inglorious now on 


ent wings, 5 
Thus moves day Per day along; 
But ſoon my lov'd Iyre's ſlumbring ſtrings 
Will I awake ; ſoon ſhall the ſong 
Sacred to glory's awful charm, ö 
In rapid numbers call to arms 
SONNET. 

BY MR; R.D DAVENPORT, 

10 A BELOVED FRIEND. 


REDERIC belov'd; though from my tearful eyes, 


gc 


Yet, ſtill alas ! to thee I breathe: my ſighs, : 
And, though unheard, till tell my boſom” s pain. 

Frederic—for thee, to all the guardian powers 
That, viewleſs, hover round, I ſpeed the prayer: 

Till thy return, the tardy- fosted hours 

I chide with anxious, unavailing care. 

When wilt thou, wanderer on this peaceful hore 

\  Safe-from the ſtrife of hoſtile hoſts repoſe ? 

When ſhall I to thy faithful breaſt, once more, 
Confide of mine, the mournful tale of woes 2 

Thou wilt, I know, to the ſad-tale attend, 


Nor chill with . brow thy a friend. 


Sever' d, full many a league of earth: and - main, 5 
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ODE TO BEAUTY. 


BY J. JACKSON. 


HILE venal Bards attempt to raiſe 
The clarion of deſtructive war, 
And bid the trembling nations gaze | 
On ſome inſatiate Conquerors car; 
Oh! let me fly the hateful ſcenes, 
Where Pity dies at Mis'ry's ſcreams, 
Where Carnage, drunk with human gore, | 
Trails his mail'd chariot round the German ſhore ; 
Oh! let me ſeek th' Arcadian bow'rs, 
Where bluſhing V irtue loves to rove, 
Where Venus leads the roſeate hours, 
And melts the ſoul to love; 
Then, while Ambition deſolates the earth, 


But hark! what pæans meet mine ear, 
And float upon the gale ? 
'Tis Beauty's awful choir I hear, 
Mortals ! all bid her hail! 
Not with the lewd indecent mien, 
As oft at Cytherea ſeen ; 
Not with the bold and wanton glare— | 
She comes, confeſs'd, the Queen of Britiſi Fair / 
O Goddeſs | let my ſoul to thee aſpire, 
ake—=take the “ vernal fruits that ripen on my lyre.“ 


Without thee, Beauty, what is life ? 
Nought but an airy glitt'ring dream, 
Where paſſions ſwell a ceaſeleſs ſtrife, 
And death concludes the ſcene. 
But ah! tis thine, celeſtial pow'r ! 
To weave with bliſs the fleeting hour ; 
'Tis thine to warm the ſavage breaſt, 
To cheer the mind by grief oppreſt; 
Wake the ſtern ſoul from apathy ſupine ; 
To turn the frigid youth to man, | 
And rear that plant * which ſcience firſt began, 


| * Senſibility, 
Vol. I, 1 


et Virtue guide my lays, but Pyſche give them birth. 


Its root of mental worth, its flow'r of bloom divine. 


ry Warns UꝑùbUmmũuW!.! 6 — — — 


Dear were the hours, when led by yy 5 y pale, 
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I pac'd the clvifters with a ſtoic's prid 
Heard of thy pow'r, and wonder'd at the tale, 


For learning's cynic voice bade paſſion's guſt alert : 


But ah! when burſting from the ſchool, - 
I felt what Beauty could inſpire, 

Say, did I ſpurn ſcholaſtic rule, 
And ſtring to thee my lyre ? 

I did, by all the pow'rs above; 

I felt, I breath'd the force of love; 

Proftrate before thy hallow'd throne, 

I taſted bliſs before unknown ; 


While ſhiv'ring tranſports through my ſpirits ran, 
Call'd nature into life, and told me I was man. 


Thou ſource of ev'ry heartfelt joy 
Dear ſource of bliſs below, _. 

Bliſs that ſhall never know alloy, 
And joy that e'er ſhall flow ; 

O!] ever to my raptur'd view 

Paint thy daughters fair and new; 


Let the eye, with modeſt roll, 


Thrill keen raptures through my ſoul : 
Let the boſom, half reveal'd, 
Swelling o'er the magic zone, 
Tell what beauties lie conceal'd, 
Tell what Nature fain would own. 


Then, like Paris, let me gaze, 


Let me tune my ſhell to praiſe, 
Roſes round my brows entwine, 


And fink, o erpow d in love, a victim at thy ſhrine. 


Still will T pour th' impaſſion'd ſtrain, 
Still will I ſweep the votive lyre, 
With garlands deck thy holy fane, 


And feed with liberal hand affection's genial fire: 


And fill with gratitude T'l1 trace 

That day—when, fluſh'd with ev'ry grace, 
When added to the ſculptor'd frame, 
Thine orbs expreſt an angel's flame, 
When Hebe deck'd thy glowing cheek, 


And heav'n beheld a fight too fair for man to ſpeaks 


An 
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Oh! then, in ſplendaur to our iſle you came, 
While wanton Cupids ſhouted forth your name, 
Built in my raviſh'd heart thy ſacred throne, 
And ſtampt on SARA's form the image of thine own, 
Rotherhithe. 


n : : 
SONNETS 

| BY MR. R. DAVENPORT. 

TO MISS ANNA MARIA PORTER, 


A DIEU, my friend! in Grantham's far-off bowers, 
\ May ſmiling Peace and Friendſhip on thee wait; 

ay bright-ey'd Pleaſure chaſe the ling'ring hours, 

And thine be roſy Health of heart elate. | 

But, ah, at parting day, or bluſhing dawn; 

Whether you wander by the tinkling rill, 

Jr preſs with footſteps light the dewy lawn, 

Or breathe the pure air on the breezy hill ; 

Pr if, when ſleeps the tired ſwain, you rove 

In ſweeteſt converſe with the choſen pair, 

here the wan moon-beam gilds the fading grove 

Yet, ſometimes, wing to heaven a ſilent prayer, 

or that dear band of friends far left behind ; 

Jor be forgot the youth to miſery long teſign'd. 
October, 1796. 


— —— 
TO A FRIEND WITH MY PORTRAIT. 
TT ITH an approving ſmile, beloved friend, 


Long hath my heart aſſail'd, ftill it can glow 
ih fond affection; Kill it loves to bend 
Friendſhip's holy ſhrine. —Perchance the ſleep 
Of death, ere long, my weary lids may ſeal ; 
AndI ſhall ceaſe the world's fad pains to feel. 
zen, down thy cheek the tender, tear will creep, 
As penſive gazing on my pictur'd-form, 
hou think'ft how oft Misfortune's wintry-ſtorm 
F 2 ; 


Y Y Receive my image: truſt me, though chill- woe 
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I ſighing bore. —But wayward fate may change; 

Fortune, once more may ſmile, and Health return; 

Let ſhall not theſe from thee my heart eſtrange; 
Still with life's flame, Friendſhip's undim'd ſhall burn. 


2; | 
8 
ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 


O, from their beds the timid flow'rs are peeping, | 
To drink the ſun's warm-vivifying ray; N 
The gladden'd birds begin to carol gay ; | 0 
The weary tempeſt idly now is ſieeping— 
O'er the ſedg'd brook young Zephyr ſoftly creeping, 
Forms many a dimple in his wanton play; 
The trees are budding forth their new array 
| Yet lorn Irove, my eyes are dim with weeping. 
I cannot joyous hail the ſun bright ſhining ; 
The budding trees, the mildly breathing air 
The merry birds their melodies combining; 
For I am fad, the victim of deſpair— 
Say, heeds the captive in his cell reclining, 
Whether the paſſing day be 0 or fair? 


— — 
Bu 
E ſpirits pure, who o'er each plant preſiding, 4 
In ſecret cells their potent gums prepare; Sh; 
Ye who chaſe baneful vapours from the air, Oh 
Viewleſs, in legions, on the ſwift winds riding: ; 
2 Ye, who through beds of ore the clear ſprings guiding, ( 
| With chymic art diſſolve each atom rare; 
And ye who make the mineral tribes your care, } 
Deep in the dark and cavern'd earth abiding : 
O mighty bands, your friendly aid intreating, . 


Trembling I bend, nor let my ſuit be vain ; 
Lo, from Miranda's cheek the roſe is fleeting ; 
Her eyes'-dim'd luſtre, fpeak the force of pain; 

I only aſk—my heart with friendſhip beating, 
Some nn balm to bring fair health again. 


if 
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ON A LOCK OF HAIR. 


ASK no taliſman to ſhield from harm 
My form; for lo! encircled cloſe, I bear 
A far more noble, far more potent charm, 

Than e'er was wrought by wiſe enchanter's care. 

While on my breaſt reclines this treaſur'd hair, 
Not one, of all the dark and buſy ſwarm 
Of imps unholy, fraught with wild alarm, 

Shall fooliſhly-preſuming, ever dare, 
With wily arts, to ſeek an entrance there ; 

But vaniſh all, like phantoms of the night: 
For, not, near aught of one fo pure, ſo fair, 
Can reſt the troublous legions of affright. 
There muſt ſoft Pity breathe her tender ſpell, 
There ſpotleſs Love, and Virtue only dwell. 


TO SERENA, 


HERE are who wake the ſoul-inſpiring ſtring, 
The deeds of Vice and Polly to adorn ; 
But, o'er the chords, no venal hand I fling ; 
Alike, the hireling and his lord I ſcorn : 
Alone to thoſe of Truth and Feeling born, 
Shall my free Muſe her votive incenſe bring. 
Oh, then Serena ! mild as infant ſpring, 
To thee, whoſe friendſhip fain would root the thorn 
Of ſtubborn ſorrow, from my heart forlorn, 3 
Uncenſur'd, may I pour the heartfelt ſtrain; ; 
For pure thy ſoul, as heav'n's eternal morn, 
There all ſupreme the gentle virtues reign. 
What fame unfading, would, to me belong, 
Were, but as perfect as thy life, my ſong! | 
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THE ERL; OR, OAK KING. 
A DANISH BALLAD. © 
Initated from the Water King, in the Novel of the Monk. 


LEAR ſhone the moon, the winds were laid, 
The mother ftrok'd her darling's head; 

„O! go, my child! your father ſtays — 

6 Go ſeek him in the foreſt's maze.” 


The blue-ey'd boy, he wander'd forth, 
He bent his footſteps to the North; 
He mark'd the grey ſmoke riſe amain— 
He'll never ſee that ſmoke again. 8 55 


He ſaw the cottage windows white 
With the full-moon's meridian light; 
And little thought the blue - ey d boy 
They ne'er again ſhould meet his eye. 


He ran along the pathway wide, 

He ſang beneath the tall tree's pride; 
He pull'd the clofing flowers, and took 
The glow-worm from her graſſy nook. 


The Oak-king ſaw the blue-ey'd boy, 

He mark'd his face, and childiſh joy ; 

He flung away his leafy crown, 

And from his green throne haſten'd down. 


He put him on a robe of red, | 
He plac'd a gold crown on his head, - 
And, breaking from a branching oak, 
Thus to the blue-ey'd boy he ſpoke:— 


* Come, little Dane! come, go with me; 

I'll give you roſes four times three; 
I'] give you roſes three times four; 

I'll give you all my garden's tore. 


Come, little Dane O come with me 
« A golden toy I'll give to thee; 

And thou ſhalt paſs thy life away 

«In freedom and joyous 198 85 


nk. 
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The blue-ey'd boy, he look'd and ſmil'd 
« Ono! 1 am another's child; 

« I will not leave My mother dear, | 
Though you ſo good and rich appear.“ 


« My little Dane! O, ſay not ſo— 

« For you with me ſhall ſurely go; 

« The golden toy I'll give to thee, 
And yet thou ſhalt not live with me. 


“ My princely palace is hard by, 


« So come with me, my blue-ey'd boy; 
« The golden toy ſhalt thou receive, 
« But firſt, one fond embracement give.“ 


The boy he ſtretch'd his eager arms, 
He kiſs'd him with affection's charms ; 
And little thought the ſimple thing, 

He kiſs'd the cruel foreſt king. 


The Erl he took him by the hand, 

He led him o'er the green-graſs bland, 
Through mazy walks, and vallies low, 
He forc'd the little Dane to go. 


4, white-hair'd man! I pray thee, ftop— 
« 1 cannot reach yon mountain's top!“ 
4, huſh, my little love!] for now 


* We come upon that mountain's brow.“ 


4 O ſtop! O ſtop !—my breath is gone, 
J cannot run ſuch ſteep heights down; “ 
„O, huſh, my little love! for now 
We've almoſt reach'd the dell below.“ 


* Is that the place where you reſide?“ 
It is, it is; yon cavern deep | 
is now the bed where you muſt ſleep.” _ 


He fell upon the blue-ey'd boy, 
ile rent his limbs with horrid joy. 
| O father! father!—mother dear !— 
O help !=for God's ſake! haſten here!“ 


© 0, white-haic'd man yon cavern wide! 
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The foreſt king he drank his bload 
His loud cries echo through the wood/; 

5 father heard his darling moan, 
| s through thoſe woods he journey'd on. 


He liften'd to his lateſt groan, 

Yet thought not of his little ſon ; 

« Some foreſt ſpirit ſnrie ks!“ —he cried, 
Then ſtruck into the path-way wide. 


The blue-ey'd boy, he call'd no more — 
The cruel Erl his body tore— | 
He eat of every lovely part, | 
And drain'd the life-blood from his heart. 


46 O! wherefore ſtays my only joy! 

& Why comes not home my blue-ey'd boy?“ 
The anxious mother ſigh'd and faid, | 
As at her cottage door ſhe ſtaid-— Tha 


«© O! wherefore ſtays my blue-cy'd boy!“ 
She wip'd the big tear from her eye; 

The blue-ey' d boy, he did appcar, M 
He came to ſee his parent dear. | uf 


& O mother! Jam dead and gone | But 
4c Three times this night you heard me groan; R 
4 But, tis the waving woods,” « you ſaid, * 
& And now, your little Dane is dead, | A 
64 O mother! mother! do not weep— Coul 
« But in thoſe arms I ne'er muſt ſleep: M 
66 The Oak-king's cruel arts deſtroy Then 
66 The childhood of your hapleſs boy. Fo 
c O mother! mother! fare thee well; Nor t 
ce J hear the morning's warning bell. ? Sh 
« O! ſtay, my little Dane ! O ſtay And 
« And tell me where thy dear limbs lay“ Th 
« O mother ſweet ! I muſt not ſpeak; But 
46 See, how I fade in vapours weak !“ | Th 
46 O] ſtay, my boy! but one ſad kiſs— For, 


« Ah! grant thy wretched mother this!“ 


She Rretch'd her arms, but vapours blue 
Alone her eager lips bedew:— 

Her little Dane is vaniſh'd quite, 

And morning brings her hateful light. 


From hence, ye guileleſs youths, beware | 
And truſt not looks, nor accents fair; 

Be tempted not by pleaſure's toy, 
Nor fall not like the blue-ey'd boy |. 


CO ——ou 0 —— 


TO 4 YOUNG LADY. 
Mo requeſted me to xwrite ſome Verſes on her Lah- dag. 


HY, tuneful Maid! of me require 


A ftrain which thou alone canſt give? 


That portion of poetic fire 


Which ScouT ſhall feel, and feeling, live, 


The bard who can to future times 
The ſubje&s of his muſe convey, 

Muſt build thoſe everlaſting rhimes 
Which throne e' en heroes of a day. 


But I, a moſt unſolid wight, 
Raiſe but the bubble of an hour: 
Nor could my whole exerted might 
Avert Oblivion's cruſhing pow'r. 


Could I but frame a laſting ſhrine, 

| Meet for thy favorite and thy friend ; 
Then would I dig Parnafſus' mine, 

For I muſt dig that ſhrine to blend : 


Nor think my plough-like efforts loſt, 
Should I the mountain-mire retain, 
And with much trouble, toil, and coſt, 

The honors of a Potter gain. 


But SCOUT in firmer hues ſhall ſtand 
Then this faint pen could ever know; 
For, ſee—thy Brother's abler hand 
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Hath trac'd his form with nature's glow. 
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Among the trophies which our iſle 
From pictur'd genius ſtill receives, 


Shall Scovr attract th* appreving ſmile i bs 
Of lovelieſt maids, and Fame's height leaves, | 


And how the little cur would look, 
To ſee my dim proſaic page? „ : 5 | 

His picture here, and there my book: " 8 
My buok would ne'er outlive his rage! | 


wooDVILLE. 
_ 
TO CHARLOTTE. 


ORGIVE me, if naw I renew 
What lately I utter'd in ſong : 
ive gentle Myrtilla her due; 4 
And prove, that fair Charlotte is wrong : 
Tis an a& which my honor demands, 
And that honor I ſtill muſt revere; 
For each nymph would diſclaim at my hands 
A garland ſhe deem'd infincere. 


But, Charlotte, you are not the firſt | 
Whoſe judgment has queſtian'd my ſtrain ; 
And, thinking my praiſes unjuſt, | 
Replied “ Your enticements are vain ;” 
May I hope for belief when I ſay, 
What ſtill I can truly affirm, 
That I neveryet faſhion'd the lay 
Where flatt'ry dictated a term. 


Tis true, I am weak, and I fect 
The magic of beauty divine; 
| And, feeling, I cannot enſteel 
The tribute which wakens my line: 
A tribute I ever muſt give 
Where virtue and beauty unite ; 
And hope that my verſes may live, 
While thoſe ſhall impel me to write. 
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Methought that in Charlotte was ſeen 
The mildneſs that graces my love 
A beauty benignly ſerene, 
A temper unfolded above. 
And could I that beauty neglect? 
And did I that temper admire 
Myrtilla herſelf muſt reſpect X 
The theme which thefe motives inſpire. 


. 
EPISTLE, ADDRESSED re 
MR. BENTLEY*, 

OF LEADENHALL-STREET. 


ENTLEY, oft-times I've wonder'd at thy plan, 

That in th' unſocial being, hides the man; 
Tunfold the myſtic cauſe, perplex'd my brain, 
But ſtill I find the arduous taſk is vain :— 
In Learning's mazy path, 'tis ſaid, thou'ſt trod, 
And wander'd through fair Science* thorny road; 
That thou haſt travers'd fam'd Italia's plains—. 
Great ſchool of arts, where Raphael, Titian reigns, 
The ſocial throng thou'ſt led to feftive glee ; 
Who more refin*d, more eloquent than thee ! 
vn wealth had wiſh'd thy pleaſures then to ſhare, 
or pleaſure then was all thy thought and care. 
hen why this ſad reverſe ? For, ah, thy mind 
Ls grown diſguſted, weary of mankind, ; 
Strange and myſterious is the hidden cauſe, 
hat makes thee turn from Nature's ſocial laws: 
For, from the world retir'd, almoſt alone, 
hy life is uſeleſs, and thy worth unknown. 
day, art thou ſicken'd at the world's deceit, 
LTte courtier's ſmile, and ſubtle ſtateſman's cheat; 
Ur, has declining Merit droop'd her head, 
nd Vice exulting reign'd ih Virtue's ſtead? 
©rhaps imperious Love uſurp'd thy ſoul, 
ag'd at thy heart, and o'er thy boſom ſtole ; 


e life of a Hermit. 


Pp. COURTIER, 


by A man, who, poſſeſſing a cultivated mind and generous 
poſition, aſſumes the character of a Miſanthrope, and lives 
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To ſome falſe fair, perhaps, thou'ſt bent the knee, 

Who ſcorn'd alike thy tender ſuit and thee, 

And to ſome worthleſs fool her honour gave, 

The ſon of Faſhion, or baſe Lucre's flave: 

If ſo, I know thy pangs, for I have lov'd, 

And through th' Elyfian paths of beauty rov'd. 

Kind was Maria—gentle—lovely—fair— 

And I was bleſs'd—for all my heaven was there! 

But ah! th? Eternal Power that rules the earth, 

That guides, directs, and gave Creation birth, 

Snatch'd from theſe longing arms their only love, 

- And bore her to the realms of bliſs above, 

The woes I felt what language can impart ! 

Cold was the blood that trickled to my heart— 

Diſtraction wild on every thought was borne,” 

My hopes were blaſted; and my boſom torn. 

Sudden I ſought dark Melancholy's ſhade, 

To mourn in ſecret o'er the raviſh'd maid ! 

Thus, Sympathy has taught me now to frame 

A cauſe for that which others harſhly blame. 

But ah! unknown to thee, the Bard who ſings, 

Who tunes to gentle ſtrains his humble firings ; 

Though void of fortune, and obſcure his name, 

He ſcorns the venal path that leads to fame : - 
Impell'd by other's good, he grieves to find 

| Thoſe virtues hid which might improve mankind. 

And, BENTLEY, think on life's uncertain ſpan— 

Few are, at moſt, the days alow'd to man: 

Some thankleſs heir ſhall riot in thy. gains 

The fruits of labour—ſolitary pains— }.. 

Who, whilſt he quaffs the purple liquor down, 

Perhaps thy memory in the juice ſhall drown. 


Then, be advis'd—rejoin the feſtive throng, 


Let Mirth and Joy the fleeting hours prolong ; 
Let Pleaſure round thy brows her wreath entwine, 
And roſy love, and careleſs mirth be thine! 


TOHN DOBBINSON, 


Q I! 


SON. 
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A TALE. Tp 
AR from the ſplendid world, amid the wild 
Romantic ſcenery of the Cambrian rocks, 
Where the wave daſhes o'er the whiten'd cliff, 


And from the mountain's ſummit, tree-cnrob'd, 
Thynders the falling torrent : where the vale 


Spreads its broad breaſt, the ſavage hills between, 


Waving its yellow harveſt on the wind; 


Where tangled beech, and lime, thick interwove, - 


Shadow the taſteful dome, and hang their bough 
Round the low lattice, open to the gales 
That waft the woodbine's and the vine's perfume; 
Where from the oppoſing rocks” gigantic heights, 
Heights thyme-encover'd, leaps the infant kid, 
Daring, and thoughtleſs, like the youth of man— 
The brave Lyſander liv'd;—from toil retir d, 
He bade his laurels mingle with the crown 
Which acorn buds engarland ; he had wont 

To live amid the dangers of a camp, 

But now his uſeleſs arms lay vacant by, 

And ſerv'd alone to illuſtrate the tale 


Yes, he would often at the evening hour, 

When the warm fire amid the ſocial walls 

Shed genial heat, and from the ſnowy wax 
Flam'd mimic day upon the ſtartled eye; 

When the rain rattled on the ſhelter'd roof, 
And the wind rag'd impotent ; then, O then, 
Drawn to the cheerful hearth, he'd fit and talk, 


Meanwhile with animation, ſweetneſs,” grace, 

His only child fat liſtening to the tale; 

And now and then the filent tear would drop 

O'er her loſt mother's charms, her mother's worth; 
That tear her ſainted parent's ſpirit ſaw, 

[Exhal'd to heav'n, and treaſured on her heart. 
Palmyra was as fair as ſhe was young, 
The tendereſt roſe, that in yon briar'd dell 
Vol . 0 | 


Of hair-breadth ſcapes, and cities ſtorm'd in blood: 


Smile, glow, or weep, as memory thrill'd his heart. 
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Opens ſequeſter'd, ſoften'd o'er her cheek ; 
The cleareſt lily which Italia's bower 

Boaſts as its pride, was poliſh'd on her neck, 
And blanch'd far whiter, for her ſwelling breaft. 
Round her cheek-(vein inlaid) the filken hair 
In many an argber ring luxuriant curl'd— 
Thence, rich in liberal lovelineſs alone, 


O' er her low ſhoulders, like a ſunny ſtteam, | : 


It poured its yellow light ; or graceful wreath'd, 
With bands of field flow'rs, cloſer to her head 

She wove its fair profuſion; or in nets | 

Of ſilvery tint, captiv'd its plenteous charms. 

Ott thro? the treſſy gold, her azure eyes 

Smil'd ſportive joyance, or far dearer ſent 

Long ſtreams of ſweetneſs to the ſoftening ſoul : 
India's white pearls, repoſed within her lips, 
Where bluſh'd rhe ruby thro' a liquid veil, 
Around whoſe deepen'd ſweets un-number'd loves, 
And chaſter graces, waved the ſnowy wing.— 
Ah! the was lovelier than the boaſted fair 

Who rous'd contending monarchies to arms; 

Fairer than Venus in her ſofteſt hours, 

More than Minerva awful, and in form 

The graceful huntreſs of che groves, whoſe limbs 
The light winds mift enamour's, as ſhe flew, 
Knew no perfection, like Palmyra's ſhape.— 
Her's was the arm full finiſh'd, and her neck 
Long as the ſwan's, that laves its milky ſides 

In Cayſter's wave; her's too, the riſing breaſt, 
Rounded by beauty” s hand ; the graceful limb, 
The foot elaſtic, and the ancle flight: 

Her's every grace of form, and charm of face; 
Her's, every virtue that expands the heart, 

And every love that animates the mind — | 
Nurs'd in theſe ſcenes, her happy thoughts ne'er rov 4 
To Grandeur's domes, or Faſhion's painted mall,— 
She lov'd the walk tree-ſhaded, and the bank 
Where, caſt among the high graſs, ſhe might turn, 
Fearleſs, the page of hift'ry or the muſe. 

Mild as the dove, yet like her native kid 

Gay, and unbroke in ſpirit, ſhe was wont 

To weave the light dance by the moon-light wave, 


PARNASSIAN GARLAND. 1 
ä DGD— — —üĩ2ᷓ— nannne nes 
Or form the rural concert in the bower 
Which nature's care had tapeſtried with roſe; 
There to the Cambrian girls, her dulcet voice, 
Self- taught, would breathe the note and trill the ſhake. 
Yet ſoon, fair maid ! theſe virtuous pleaſures flee, 

oon heaves that white breaſt with the filial ſigh, 
And from thoſe eyes ſtill brilliant with the ray 
Of former joy, the ruſhing tears muſt pour: 
Far, far away thy only hope ſhall go— 
Britain's proud banners fly upon the coaſt ; 
Embatt!'d are her ſons, and every voice 
Calls for Lyſander, ſtill to lead them on. 

yſander goes, and granted to her prayers, 
Her looks perfuaſive, and her frantic ſobs, 
Palmyra journeys with him: to the gales 
Of piercing Belgia ſhe commits her form, 
\nd looks undaunted on the fields of ice ! 
Ah! no more Palmyra ſees the red ſun 
dink in peace, o'er rocks illum'd with gold, 
And marks with ſoothing melancholy, rife 
The moon, flow. glimmering on the tepid wave. 

do more ſhe rambles thro” the quiet wood 
Vhen all is huſh'd, and filence, night, and calm, 
ock the whole world in ſlumber; ſhe muſt now 
it lonely in the tent, and trembling wait 

he doubtful iſſue of the unequal fight— 
et ſtill, o'er good Lyſander's warlike bead 
eav'n ſpread its ſhield defenſive, and preſerv'd 
he little remnant of his days for her. 

d now from Albion's native coaſt, arrives 
he bark full-fraught with many a- valiant heart 
bine, O Pyrocles | madden'd with its fire; 
et in his proud veins beat a ſtronger pulſe, 
or love ungrateful, for perfidious charms 
pce thought his own—now barter'd for a name: 
foting, yet ſtung, he left the hated ſcene, 
nd came to bury, in his firſt campaign, 
ther his form amid a heap of foes, 

r baniſh paſſion for a nobler flame. | 

0 him, Palmyra lov'd to tell her griefs, 
v mourn o'er gallant enemies, or pour 


1 
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The tender flood for each familiar face 
rocles heard, and mixed his tears with hers; _ 

But his flowed deeper, for his bitter fate 
Poiſon'd the ſource of pure humanity; _ 
He wept himſelf, and thought but of his love. — 
Yet, (for he ſaw. her lovely, and he found 
Her artleſs ſweetneſs penetrate his ſoul)— 
He ſought her paths, and as her pitying ſighs 
Anſwer'd his own, he felt his grief leſs ſtrong ; 
But ftill, for Leſbia falſe, he rav'd and wept, 
And all the live-long night his pillow'd couch 
Steep' d he, in tears of bitterneſs and truth. 

Palmyra, mark'd his ſorrows as they roſe, 


Heard his loud ſighs, and watch'd with troubl'd fear, 


The big drop haſtening o'er his youthful cheek ; 

But if he ſmiled, and caſt his heav'nly eyes 

But kindly on her, and with magic voice 

Utter'd one word of peace; if to his lips 

Grateful, her hand was held, ſhe trembled ftraight, 

Chill tremors ſhook her frame, and then ruſh'd back 
In floods of fire, to ſwell her throbbing heart ; 
O'er her fair face the ſudden bluſh would paſs, 

And heautiful confuſion in her eye, = 

Point downwards. | [626 

Ah! then, 'twas ſweet to cull for him alone 

The gifts of love, to wreathe the martial ſword 

With the gay braid, and give the gorgets gold 

To ſparkle mid the ribbon knots ſhe form*'d— 

To pick the dainties of their ſcanty ftore, 

And ſpread them all before him, or when ſad, 
To check the full tear in her tender eye, | 

Dreſs it in ſmiles, and look him into peace. 

Yet not in rapture flew her days away ; 

The moon that ſaw him reſtleſs for the ſake 

Of faithleſs Leſbia, pitying too beheld 

Her burſting anguiſh for the ſecret flame — 

All night with ceaſeleſs miſery, ſhe call'd | 

On his lov'd name, and blamed the partial fates - 

That had denied ſuch charms-as won his love. 

Plung'd in deep grief, each heavy hour ſhe paſs'd, 

Save when his well-known voice, and martial foot 

Call'd the quick blood to mantle in her face; 
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Then, in blind pleaſure loſt, ſne yielded all 

To wild, wild dreams, and thought not of deſpair, 
And now, fix tedious moons had worn away, 
Since mourn'd Pyrocles, and Palmyra lov'd— 
When rous'd to arms, the hurried ſoldiers pour, 
Eager, from all the camp; with tortured heart, 
Shrie ks, tears, and prayers, Palmyra ſees them go: 
On her fond father's breaſt ſhe weeps in vain, 
And ftrong in anguiſh hulds him to her heart ; 
Torn from his arms, ſhe lifts her ſtreaming eyes, 
Pyrocles penſive meets them—O ! what floods 
Of fiercer torture ſeizes on her foul } 

She dared not weep in torrents, dare not call 

On heaven, by all her love, to ſpare his life; 

She dare not catch him to her burſting heart, 
And die in grief delirious in his arms: | 
What can ſhe do ? her offer'd hand he takes, 
Prints it with kiſſes grateful, and departs - 
Fix'd like a ſtatue, marble, cold, and mute, 
Awhile ſhe gazes on kim, then falls prone, 
Senſeleſs and madd'ning'on the carnag'd earth. 


Ah! when ſhe woke, ſhe knew not that his breaſt, 


Heaving, ſuftain'd her; that his eager lips 

Faſten'd on her's, and that his magic eye 
| Waſh'd her white boſom in its frantic tears : 
Dreading his ſoul, he tore himſelf away, 
Leaving Palmyra to a woman's care. | 
And now with-mingled faith, and doubt, and hope, 
All the uncertainties of love and youth, | 
The hours go by ; the ſhouts of triumph pierces 
The vaulted ſky, and England's colours float, 
High o'er the captive walls : Palmyra now 
Seeks her brave parent, and in his embrace 
Loſes a moment every fonder care; 
But from his neck aroſe, with rapid glance 
She darts her wild eye thro” the crowded youths 
Who in gay ſcarlet's pomp, and looks that beam 
Valour's true ſoul, ſurround their general's form; 
Alas! ſhe marks not there her ſoldier's face 
Cold ſhudderings ſeize her frame; a moment loft, 
Stupid and blank ſhe ſtands, 8. ruſhing forth, 

| | G 3 | 
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Diſtracted, breathleſs, o'cr the ſanguine plain 
Flies with unſteady ſtep; where'er ſne goes 
Death's lateſt groan, and fond affection's ſigh, 
Startle her madd'ning ear—ſhe ſtops o'erpower'd, 
Bewilder'd, pitying, agoniz'd, and faint; | 
Then ſwifter ruſhes forward, and with eyes 
Fearleſs, and ſcorch'd, ſhe ſearches for her love. 
Ah! who is he, amid yon ſlaughter'd heap, 
Fair as the graceful lily, that the winds, 
The rude, rude winds of heav'n, have fallen low? 
On his young breaſt the fatal wound appears, 
And in his hair diſhevell'd, which ſo late | 
Like wreaths of miſt around the ev'ning ftar, -, 
Blew o'er his eyes, love-darting ; nerveleſs lies 
That hand which held the ſword. O, hapleſs girl! 
He who ſo lovely ſleeps in death, is now 

What was Pyrocles; on his boſom, flung 

With frenzied energy, Palmyra's heart 

Rains down its burſting torrent. 

Loſt in woe, a ſhiv'ring ſigh awakes her— 

Fix'd awhile, with anxious eye, and ſpeechleſs, 
She beholds his breaſt ſlow-heaving, and his lip. 
By fits convulſive ſtarting ; joy of joy! 
Once more the deep ſigh burſts upon the air 
« He lives! he lives! yes, my Pyrocles lives!“ 
That name arreſts the pious ſoldier's foot, 
And borne. aſſiduous to the conquer'd town, 
Pyrocles lives to hail the gates he won: 
Yet not of young Palmyra's care he knows; | 
He dreams not, that for him, thro' piles of ſlain 
She rov'd undaunted; yet, with grateful eye, 
He fees her watching by his painful couch. — 
O! ye who love, and love the martial youth 
Whom glory fires, and danger robes in blood, 
If ye have ever watch'd beſide the bed 
Where lay that youth moſt valued, and have heard 
His. decp groans echo thro” the dead of night g- 
O! ye can tell what thrilling tortures went, 
What icy pangs, to ſad Palmyra's ſoul: 
As from the morn till eve, from eve till morn, 
She ſat unwearicd by her ſoldier's fide;  _ 
Wept when he figh'd, and madden'd when he groan'd. 
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Ah! many a dreary hour, ſhe ſat and ſhed 
The tears of anxious fear and hopleſs love. 
Once, while he lay in ſlumber deep involv'd, 
Thus, in a whiſper'd murmur to herſelf, 
| She breath'd the ſorrows of her tender breaſt; _ 

O thou beſt lov'd | for whoſe adored ſake . 

« I watch and weep, and know no peaceful hour— * 

« Thou, on whoſe form upon the dreadful field, 

« Caſt frantic, I lamented; and when ſafe, 

« Here in this ſcene, I prayed for, aud till lov'd 

« With fonder, purer paſſion - O!] if e'er 

This charmleſs frame ſhould fill thy gentle heart; 

« If e' er my ceaſelefs love could merit thine, 

« Or e'er poſſeſs it !—But that thought is vain— 
& O! vain indeed Alas! ſome other maid ' 
In proud Auguſta's towers awaits his arms, 

« While 11—0 fooliſh ! O unhappy girl! 
Here the ſad words ami'd her tears were loſt, 

While eager ſtarting from his couch, the youth 

Caught her white hands, and preſs'd them to his lips.— 

466 Q! deareſt, beſt! 

« Moſt lovely, and moſt lov'd !”” at length he cried— 
« Too long this heart, to one as falſe as thou 

« Art fond and precious, has remain'd devote 
« But now, be baniſh'd both her name and thought; 
„Long has my ſoul been ſoften'd by thy worth, 
Long have I ardent, gaz'd thy beauties o'er, 
And ſigh'd impaſſion'd at each tender act; 

But not till now has the impetuous flame 

“ Burſt from my lips, and told thee that I love 
Ves, my Palmyra! could I at thy feet PE] | 
Fall ſwift, and fervent, thou ſhouldſt ſee me now 
« proſtrate before thee ; but, alas! till weak, _—_ 
* Theſe arms alone can catch thee to my heart, 
And thus with fondeſt energy upbrai 

Thy falſe complaint!“ | | 

He ceas'd, and eager to his glowing breaſt +. | 4 
dnateh'd the fair maid, who tremb' ling, wrapt, amaz'd, | ; 
Bluſh'd, gaſp'd, and figh'd within his faithful arms. - 

; ANNA MARIA PORTER». ” 
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THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 


TO MYRTYLLA, 
UNDER AFFLICTION FOR A DEPRAVED FRIEND. 


EASE, gentle Maid, to heave the friendly figh, 
For one whoſe conduct merits not thy grief; 
Whoſe future life, I fear, will ne'er fupply 

Aught that ſhall give thy troubled mind relief. 


Alas!—like thee, too exquiſite I feel 
The ſenfe of innocence for ever paſt; . 
And the ſtrong workings of Affection's zeal! 
Riſing ſuperior to Mifcondu&'s blaſt. 


No ſlight exertion of our mental pow'rs 
Can e'er obliterate the loves of youth, 
Expunge the mem'ry of our childiſh hours, 
And looſe the ties of harmony and truth : 


Then, in the mirror of ſucceeding life, 
Fond inexperience traces joys to come, 
Selects a play- mate for his future wife, 
And dreams of peace, proſperity, and home : 


Then—young attachment forms his lateſt friend, 
And plans his journey *mid this vale of tears ; 

And burns with tranſports that ſhall never end, 

Through the long winter of declining years! 


Of theſe fond viſions of our infant day, 
Should one, increaſing reaſon realize, 

Though, oft, malicious Slander will eſſay 
To dim the glories of th' invalued prize, 


Affection, ſtill, may Calumny repel, 

And ſtill the darts of Enmity defy ; 
May quit the ftrand, ere furious billows ſwell, 
And pierce the clouds that veil her azure ſky. 


Not ſo, when foul depravity is found | i 
Deep in the heart where confidence was plac'd ; 

When wretchednefs and turpitude abound ' 

Within the breaſt, which ſeeming virtue grac'd. 


D. 


O, can it be —that he, whoſe mild career, 
Among the thorns of this diſtracted road, 

Seem'd the fair prelude to that bliſsful ſphere, 
Where Hope celeſtial wings her bright abode : 


Can he, to ev'ry ſenſe of honour loſt, , 
Loft to thy ſmiles, Myrtilla, can he fink 
In baſe r by paſſion toſt, 
From hills of virtue to deſtruction's brink ! 


If ſo, Myrtilla - from thy mind reject 
Whate'er relenting fondneſs would impart: 


Nor let the friend you can no. more reſpect, 


' Diſtreſs the moments of a virtuous heart. 


THE G PSV. 


HE village with the gloomy ſhade 
Of even-tide embrown'd, 
Is till; no more with rural ſongs 
The peaceful cots reſound, 


A Gipſy, ſhiv*ring with the cold, 
And having loft her way, 
Knocks at young William's lowly door, 
And begs the night to ſtay, © 
William, who pitied the diſtreſs'd, 
And to the poor was kind, 


Unhappily, had lately loſt 
His former peace of mind: 


Let, the benighted wanderer, 
He with a ſmile receiv'd ; 


For thoſe who were oppreſs'd with woe, 


Ne'er left him unreliev'd. 


He added fuel to his fire, 
The frugal board he ſpread ; 
And with a look of ſad deſpair, 
Unto the Gipſy ſaid : 
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% Know, welcome gueſt 2. heart's 2 

« To woe and deadly , | 75 
« And much I dread I ne'er hal find | 

« Or ſolace or relief! n 


« The beauteous Anna, charming maid ! 
J love with ten&reſt flame; 

« And late, with pureſt paſſion warm'd, 
«© I to my Anna came, 


« Where, near the river's murm' ring 4 
c We us d ſo oft to meet; 

« And thought the envious moments paſs'd, 
& As the ſwift waves, too fleet: 


* Anna, at length, with ling' ring ſtep, - 
6 And clouded face arrived; 

6 To clothe her cheek with wonted ſmiles, 
« And ſparkling joy, I ftriv'd, 


ce In vain I vow'd eternal | love, 
J tried my ſkill in vain; 

«& For Anna, with an angry frown, 
«© Repuls'd her conſtant ſwain : 


c I tried to claſp her to my breaſt, 
„ She tore herſelf away: | 

« And never would ſhe ſee my face 
18 From that unhappy day 


cc Now ſoathe/a wretched lover's pain 
% By thy foretelling pow'r; 


| ( And ſay, what was the.unknown eule 


« Of that unlucky hour: 


ce Tell me, if I may hope to live, 

cc Or if I'm doom'd to die? 
The Gipſy heard th' afflicted youth, 
And anſwer' d with a ſigh: 


- 


4 I know thy Anna is unking, 
4 The reaſon too I know; 

| & Thou art thyſelf, alone, the cauſe 
« Of her and thine own woe. 


« When lately in the rural dance, 
« Young Mary ſwoon'd away, 

« She fell into thy circling arms, 
« And in thy boſom lay: 


« Unmindful of thy Anna, then, 
« She's left by thee to lead 

« A happy rival to her home, 
“From off the ſportive mead. 


« She penſive ſpent the ling' ring night, 
Nor found repoſe or reſt; 

« For the ſmart pangs of jealouſy 
« Diſturb'd her way ward breaſt, 


« The following morning Emma came, 
« And fann'd the kindling fire ; 

« She told her, Mary did thy heart 
« With anxious love inſpire. 


% Now, ſhe has dropt the cheering hope 
« Of calling thee her own.“ 

The youth with horror turn'd his head, 
And utter'd with a groan— 


% And does ſhe think her ſwain untrue ? 
And will ſhe not relent? 

“ I'll haften to her inſtantly, 

And ſhe will ſoon repent 


Or, in her preſence will I die, 

*© Reproach her with the deed ; 
And know if ſhe can drop a tear, 
Jo ſee her true-love bleed.“ 


He roſe, with horror in his looks, 
And fury in his eye ; | 
Reſolv'd to ſee his Anna's fact 

And in her fight to die. 


The Gipſy ſtarted from her ſeat, 

And threw off her diſguiſe— 
When, bath'd in tears, his Anna Rood 
Before his wond'ring eyes: 
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« Come to my arms, thou injur'd woven 
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«© Thy Anna's kind,“ (ſhe cried 
« Forgive, forgive my cruelty, 

& For now thy love I've tried. 
William replied, with voice of joy— 

« My Anna! I forgive; | 
& Thou call ſt me from the arms of death, 

« Within thine own to live!“ 5 | | 

Taviſtock. | . A. BRAY. 
EPINRAM. 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT. 
On a diſſatisfied ill-temnerei Man. 


TILL reftleſs, ſtill chopping, and changing about; 
Still enlarging, re-building, and making a rout ; 
Little Timothy, outre as it may appear, | 
Pulls down, and builds up again, ten times a year. 
With this altering rage, poor diſſatisfied elf, 
What a pity it is, he don't alter himſelf. 
INSCRIPTION _ 
Written in a Receſs in Kenſington Gardens, 
BY THE SAME 


LOST to decency ! ye ſcribb'ling elves, 

Who ſcare the modeſt, and expoſe yourſelves; 
To blot theſe friendly walls, what madneſs fires ? 
Think ye, that wit, the verſe obſcene, inſpires ? 


' Miſtaken fools ! wit holds ye all in ſcorn; 
Your lines are but of dirt and dullneſs born: 


Go, break your pencils, bend from hence your flight, 


And hide your faces in congenial night. 


But, if ye muſt he buſy, haſte, and find 
Employment ſuited to the vulgar mind; _ 
Cleanſe the foul chimney, or with care convey 
From crowded ſtreets, obſtructing mire away: 

But never more, rude ribalds! dare moleſt 
The ſacred ſpot, where beauty, tir d, would rgit. 
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EPIGRAM. 


. TIE. - 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT. 
To an imfutent and ſcurrilous Lamſiooner. 


OOR, ſore-ſffrung elf, thy puny efforts ceaſe ; 
Thy pointleſs ſtrains can never wound my peace: 

The cur that grins, but wants the power to bite, 
May raiſe my laughter; but muſt fail to fright, 
Son of Scurrility! a countleſs train 
Of foes, like thee, would only meet diſdain. 
Yet, ſtill, one way remains mine ire to raiſe— 
And but one way - to curſe me with thy praiſe ! 
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BY THE SAME. 1 
ON RE-VISITING HOLLAND HOUSE, ALONE. 


HROUGH theſe dark groves, no more the zephyr 
creeps z | 
The moon's meek ray, illumes theſe walls no more; 
But the wild blaſt, with boiſt'rous fury, ſweeps 
Through the half-leafleſs trees, and turrets, hoar: 
Deſcending faſt, from many a gloomy cloud, ; 
Driv'n by the tempeſt's rage, the drenching rain 
Beats on the maſſy pile, whoſe ſummit proud, 
In ſullen grandeur frowns upon the plain. 
As ſlowly wandering, o'er the dank, chill ground, 
My footſteps preſs the fallen, foilage- ſere, 
Methinks each leaf, with ſoft, but forceful ſound, - 
Bewails the dying beauties of the years L 
Ah, faſt-expiring year! might I but cloſe; 
With thy brief date, my pilgrimage of woes! 
November, 1796. PE. 
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TO HENRY, 


TH 

ON REeVISITING HOLLAND HOUSE, ALONE, FJ E] 
ow chang'd the ſcene! ſince that remember'd night, 3 1 
When, in delightful muſings rapt, we ſtray'd rolific 
Through the long lofty grove's o'er-arching-ſhade, KevIVI 
Soften'd by changeful Dian?s pearly light ; or ca 
Or gaz'd upon the giant pile, bedight he pa 
In robe of mellow tints, by hoar time made, hus, 1 
And gave a ſigh to thoſe in duſt low laid, wh 

And ne 


Who mark'd, of years long paſt, the rapid flight. 
Chang'd is the ſcene! the blaſt raves through the grove; ut tel 
The wither'd foilage drives along the plain; This 
Faſt, from dark-gathering clouds, deſcends the rain. hile 


Heedleſs of angry elements, I rove— Amid 
Henry, and ſigh for thee! thy preſence dear, \ﬀecti 
Might ſpread a magic charm around this landſcape dre. And, o 

| November, 1796. : Remen 
| | Thoug 
8 ath © 


” TO EMILIA. 3 
9 AD is thy verſe,” you cry; © yet, on thy cheek, Endear 
| The roſe appears, ſtill tearleſs are thine eyes: Old T. 
Thy converſe gay, thy ſorrow truth denies; And, 
All ſeems thy ſoul's ſerenity to fpeak.”” Bewai] 
Miſtaken maid ! ſay, muſt the heait that bleeds, ach g 
Obtruſive, tell its agony aloud, 'Twas 
And aſk the pity of the careleſs crowd ? And it 
Believe me, no; it filently recedes, Woke 
And, ſacred, ſeeks within itſelf to cloſe | 
From the world's prying eye, its cureleſs woes. 
Diffuſing fragrance, many a flower unfolds, 
Fair to the ſummer ſun, its vivid bloom: 
Vet, in its boſom, the fell canker holds, 
That, mining, gives it to untimely doom. 
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THE TWENTY-SIXTH OF SEPTEMBER. 


DENEAT H each ſably-mantling ſtorm 
d That wraps the winter's dreary N 
rolific expectation ſees 

teviving meads, and vernal trees; 

or can calamity efface 

he path which Hope delights to trace. 

hus, not an ill we deprecate, 

zut ſpeaks a more auſpicious fate; 

And not a woe that rends the ſoul, 

ut tells of Sorrow's haſtening goal! 


This day—an zra of diſtreſs, 

hile various cares around me preſs ; 
mid the —_—_ throng | 
Affection tunes her cheerful ſong ; 

And, o'er an elſe deſponding ſcene, 
demembrance ſpreads her ſummer-green. 
Though dire the ſhades wherewith diſmay 
ath overcaſt this fated day, 

oth from the gloom, ſerenely bright, 
ou burſt—the Cherub of Delight! 
Endearing maid ! when Memory brings 
014 Trouble on her reſtleſs wings ; 

And, in a keen, diſcordant lay, 

Bewails this melancholy day: 

Each glowing paſſion ſhall reply— | 
"Twas then I met Myrtilla's eye; 

And in its mild cerulean beam, 

Woke from, Deſpair's malignant dream ! 
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v. COURTIER | 
A WISH, 


MP be the abbey” s wild retreat, 

With park and wood ſurrounded wide, 
Where graſs ſhould form a verdant ſeat 
And field-flowers ſhed their ſcented pride: 
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The abbey, where the armor'd hall, | 

Should own the painted window's light ; 

The oak-grown walk, where rooks ſhould call, 
Returning from their evening flight; 


The river loſt among the trees, Te 
The torrent ruſhing down the ſteep; | 
Groves, where the ſummer's ſighing breeze, 


In moonlight night might tempt to ſleep z 


There, through the lawny path I'd rove, 
And ſtop to catch the viſta's gleam ; 
Led by the valued youth I love, 

I'd watch the ſun's expiring beam. 


Oft on his arm I'd range the wood, 
Or, lonely, in the park I'd read; © 
Or frequent ſeek the ſhaded flood, 
Rouſing the young deer with my tread. 


And as the moon in autumn's night, 
Silver'd the fallen leaves, and caft 
Along our path a track of light, 

We'd roam, nor fear the howling blaſt, 


The leafleſs trees, the thick-ſtrown path, 
May call, uncheck'd, the thinking figh, 
And the loud wind's deſtructive wrath, 
May warn us that we both muſt die, 


But then, the rolling orb above, 
The ftarry concave, would proclaim, 
That other worlds ſhould ſee our love, 
And ſanctify the glorious flame | 
| ANNA MARIA PORTER 


SONNE T. 


TO MARY IN ILLNESS. 


"ES! kindeſt friend; while on the wild ſea- views 
Penſive you gaze, and weep; your alter'd frame 
The ſaddening tears, no more my eyes refuſe; 
Thy youth, thy worth, thy ſtate, the tribute claim: 
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or, I have ſeen thee like electric flame 

rilliant, as fair, and ardent as the muſe, 

ond of the thoughtful walk, and ſocial game, > 
ond of thoſe joys, which now, alas! you loſe. | 
) | I do mourn thee, and while anxious tears | 

all o'er my cheeks for others, loved like thee, 

vainly ſeek to pierce the veil of years, 

o view the hidden fate deſign'd for me; 

ut it is vain—and baniſhing my fears, 

dumbled, I wait the time of heaven's decree, 


ANNA MARIA PORTER, 


" 
- 4 
—— — — AC — ——ͤ— . — — — — — 2 - 
— 
. an 
Ec. W n ; aſs > = = * — — 
1 * FRETS *- CE er he - - os Th 2 52 Sw A Fe . ets = 
4 4 b 3 2 2 1 E 
OY = cl te. hs 2 — R 


— — 
DAMON AND LUCY. 


A BALLAD. 


r — — — ä — 
. 5 


* ä— . — —ů EEG ER ů — OF 
* 4 #® ESD: on fXE © 
* * . — N. 
r —_—__ 6 wo 9 * —— 
- : = — = 


E virgins fair, my tale attend; 

Awhile your ſport, ye ſwains, forego; 
Ind, though ye ne'er have ſhed a tear, 
For once let pity's tribute flow. 


here Severn rolls its ſilver ſtream, 
Dwelt Lucy, fair and luckleſs maid ! 
every ſhepherd youth the theme, 
And by a ſhepherd youth betray'd. 


Ih, yes! 'twas Damon—faithleſs fwain, 
Who won the guileleſs.maiden's love, 
many a tender tale he told 

Sweet Lucy, in the neighbouring grove. 


ral. e there would praiſe her matchleſs form, 


He there would ſigh, and oft- times weep, 
nd as he gaz'd her rap' trous o'er, 1 
Neglect his floc k of rambling ſheep. 


t would he ſay, “ O Lucy, bright! 

Why from theſe arms, thus cruel fly? 
Why, angry, from my proffers turn, 

6 And wound my heart with cold reply 2”? 


me, 
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| Till Lucy lent his tale an ear, 8 ; Th 
And glow'd with love's ſoft, —_ 3 | 1 
O, do not ſcorn the act, ye prudes, | But 


Nor deem that Lucy was to blame. 


Unmingled bliſs was now their lot; 
And much they hop' d ſome future day, 
Would bind their hearts in Hymen's chain, 
And many a conſtant vow repay. 


But ſoon, a fad reverſe of fate, 
Was Lucy doom'd to feel and know; 


To ſee each hope nipt in its bud, I Wh 
Herſelf confign'd to heavieſt woe. 0 
For Anna, rich, and high in birth, | Wh 
Now ſought the hamlet's lone retreat, A 
Where Lucy with her Damon dwelt; If 
And chanc'd the ſhepherd youth to meet. T 


Ah, fated, Lucy ! was the hour, 
When Anna firſt beheld thy ſwain | 
For, on him, as her eye ſhe glanc'd, 
Love ſhot his arrow through her frame. 


Diſtracted, homewards Anna hied, 

Her thoughts on Damon bent, alone ; a" 
But ſoon ſhe felt her paſſion bleſs'd, 

For Damon, ſoon, ſhe made her own. 


Ah, perjur'd Damon, cruel youth! 
Why was your Lucy thus forgot ? 

Why for rich Anna's manſion gay, 
Forſake the joys which crown your cot ? 


But, now, the diſtant village bells, 
In merry peals, too well declare 

That Anna, deck'd in colours gay, 

With Damon's join'd, a bridal pair. 


And, as the ſounds ſmote Lucy's ear, 
In vain to hide the tears ſhe ſtrove; 
In vain ſhe ſtrove to check thoſe ſighs, 

Which ſpoke her heart a prey to love. 
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The roſe fled from her damaſk cheek, 
Nor longer could ſhe draw her breath, 

But ſhrieking thrice, her Damon's name, 
Sweet Lucy clos'd her eyes in death. 


NANA ATN * 
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1 | ODE TO THE MUSES. 


E flitting hours, till on the wing, 
Where are your tranſient pleaſures flown ? 
What time the muſe was wont to ſing 
Of joys, which then, were all my o.] n. 


When jocund health inſpir'd the ſtrain, 
And prompted all the muſes? fire; 

I ſung of ſhepherds on the plain, | 
Their conſtant loves, their chaſte defire. 
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And oft, as active fancy led, 
I rov'd o'er fiction's fairy ground; 
Cull'd every flow'ret in the ſhade, 
And trod the ever-vary ing round. 


Sweet poeſy! celeſtial power 
Thy dulcet ſtrains can ſoothe my woe 
Can eaſe the languor of each hour, 
Can bid my tears forget to flow! 


When gloomy thoughts my ſoul invade, 
And all my inward peace deſtroy ! 
call the muſes to my aid, 
And ſhare the evaneſcent joy ! 


In verſe there is a magic power, 
That ſteals upon the human mind; 
Though pen'ry gripe, and tempeſts lour, 
Yet fancy ſtill is unconfin'd ! 


Then let me ſtill be of your train, 
Le muſes, and ye ſylvan gods; 
Since human joys are light and vain, 
Lead, lead me to your bleſt abode 
| . C. 8. 
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SONNET TO DELLA, 

OVERS we are no more yet, can I ſee — 
Thy bloom faſt fleeting, and thy peace decay, 1 ; 

or feel the ſad reverſe? Am I ſet free 3 
, 


From all the ſorrows that may point thy way 2 [1 
Ah, no—for ſtill on many a live-long day, 2 
On many a ſhrub, and many a blooming tree, 
The manes of paſt joy — I think; and ſtray 
Near each gay path, once dear to Iove and thee. 
O!]! Fair Inconſtant thy reproachful eye 
Looks not reproachful here; avert its force: Writ 
Nor look far off; thy griefs derive their ſource 
E'en from that heart which now ſent forth a ſigh. 
Tf it relieve thee, know, that ſtill on high | 
My prayers aſcend, that Heaven would ſhape thy courſe! 


P. COURTIER, 


An 

Ee Yet & 

_. PROLOGUE, And « 

e Hrevious to the Repreſentation of % The Feir Peri. Th⸗ 
tent, at a firivate Ileatre. Refle 

EFORE this curtain each kind ſhade withdraws, Off 

| And we ftand ſubject to unyielding laws; Shall e 
m ſent, a feeble meſſenger, to try | On 1 

| —.— gentler optic for the critic's eye. | Not ſuc 
&« Your houſe,” methinks I hear the man exclaim, Sury 
« Your houſe ſeems deadly to the voice of fame: Nor are 


40 In theſe bright days, high genius would appear Like 
& Scarce worth attention in this gloomy ſphere; 
% And Garrick's ſelf, with ſenſe and paſſion warm, 
« Mid darkneſs viſible, would fail to charm. | 
« Apply this foretaſte to the coming hour, 
« When brave Sciolto ſhould exert his pow'r; | 
& Lothario beam with each ſeductive grace, hat in 
« While tears indignant mark Caliſta's face; Thoſe 
& And firm Horatio, torn with virtuous bate, Vhat gl 
6 Reveal to Altamont his blaſted fate : 5 And g 
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« I muſt infer, from what I now diſcern, 

« For one, I weep not o'er your tragic urn!“ 

Good, fir! one word to mitigate your wrath, 

You grant, our coat is ſuited to our cloth; 

That, if our houſe no brilliant ſcenes command, 

It well beſeems our unambitious band. : 
But, whence our fears? the critic brow unbends : 
[ look, and only ſee—a houſe of friends ! 


WooDvILLE, 
_—_—  _ —— 


LINES 


Written on the Death of the late Mr. Swain, Minifter of the 
Congregation at Walworth. | 


ET ſervile genius, from her caſſian ſtore, 
Embalm the memory of worthleſs men, 
7 Lament when truth refuſes to deplore, _ 
And dip, for vice, the never-dying pen : 


Yet till, of theſe, with more than Stentor's call, 
| While bold venality the praiſe proclaims, 
And decks, with labour'd ornament, the wall 
Penis That from diſguſt conceals their crumbling frames 


Reflection, pauſing mid the wild career 
Of ſounding eulogy, and gorgeous pride, 

Shall drop, with deep regret, th' indignant tear, 
On vicious praiſe, and talents miſapplied. 


Not ſuch the heart-felt tribute of efteem 
Survivors render to the pious dead; 5 

Nor are the extaſies that poets dream, £7 | 
Like thoſe which ſmooth the dying Chriſtian's bed. 


Much-honor'd meſſenger of heavenly love, 
Reſpected, uſeful, and lamented Swain |! 

was thine, amid ſevereſt il!s, to prove 

What pangs the true believer can ſuſtain. 


hat inconceiv'd felicities await ' 
Thoſe who the narrow eminence have trod, 

at glorious legions ope th* immortal gate, 
And guide their ſpirits to a ſmiling God, 
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 Ah—where ſhall now a widow'd-church behold Ex 
One, who this dread privation may ſupply— 
A paſtor form'd to raiſe a drooping fold, M: 
And bound the deluge of affliction's eye? 
For. not alone to doctrines, were confin'd - But 
The varied powers of his capacious thought ; 4 
But, animating poeſy refin'd 8 Mo 
W hate'er morality impreſſive taught. | 4 
Truth, from his lips, with a reſiſtleſs glow, And 
A foul-commanding energy was felt, 'F 
Such ardour as abaſh'd her ſtouteſt foe, | May 
And taught the ſtoic infidel to melt. A 


By him enforc'd, the promiſes of grace 
Came with new import to the fick*ning heart, 


Conſoling joys illum'd the dark*®ning face, 


* Thy ſoul exhal'd, perfumes the balmy air, 


And bid the ſhades of unbelief depart. 


Ye, who the truths of Revelation deem 

As inconſiſtent with enlighten'd man, 

Examine calmly their momentous theme, | p 
And humbly ſtudy their eternal plan: 


| P 
In Swain, another bright example view | * 
Of thoſe, where genius could adorn belief, No me 
Who, all the ſweets of information knew, 5 For w. 
But ſtill averr'd Religion was the chief. 7. ln the 
| 3 To dea 
Oh! n 
TO A ROSE. OO Lamen 
WEET ſcented Roſe, the garden's ſummer pride, — fa 
Impearl'd with dews, and open'd to the dawn, Wi, ce 
ra 


Whoſe hue excels the bluſhes of a bride 


That glow, conceal'd, beneath the lucid lawn, ind tal 


Tune 


What time Favonius ſweeps the graſſy mead, 
Regales the viſitant, whoſe early care 
Is wholly bent thy ſweet receſs to tread. 


There all thine incenſe unimpeded—pure, 
Aſcends on high, an offering fit for heaven; 
While thy thin leaves the botaniſt allure, 

With peave —— to contemplation given. 
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Expand, live long, and flouriſh to the ſight; ” 
May no young ſtrip'ling root thee from the ground; 
May no foul winds thy florid tincture blight; | 
No driving rains thy tender boſom wound : 


But, if ſome lovely maid thy fragrance need, 
And ceign to place thee on her lilied breaſt, 
Mourn not thy lot ; but willingly concede, 
And there ſhine forth in livelier colours dreſt! 


And if bright tears, depending from her eyes, 
Fall on thy leaves, that ſeem devote to death, 
May they, by them reſuſcitated, riſe, : 
And gain freſh odours from her ſpicy breath | 


sr. JoRx. 


ELEGIAC LINES • 
TO THE MEMORY OF MISS E. B . ** #, 


ALE mournful mis'ry seeks, in vain, relief, 
While hopeleſs love, and never-dying grief 

Prey on the aching heart. . Eliza's charms, 
Loſt ! ever loſt! I mourn: theſe anxious arms 
No more muſt claſp that form. Cold is the maid 
For whom my ſorrows flow: her bloom decay'd, 
In the dark tomb the lovely victim lies, 
To death's all-chilling pow'r a ſpotleſs prize! 
Oh! may the youth who now, with deep diſtreſs, 
Laments thy loſs, ere long the cold earth preſs; 
The faithful heart that mourns thy timeleſs fate, 
Soon ceaſe to beat; and the dimm'd eyes, that late 
With rapture gaz' d, ſoon ceaſe with tears to flow 
And take a long farewel of all below! 


June 15, 1797. 


_ CLEMENT, 
| — 2 


WINTER. 


E ſplendours of Autumn are o'er, 
1 How leafleſs appear the tall trees 
krce tempeſts obſtrep'rouſly roar, | 
The winds how intenſely they freeze ! 
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Ah, where are the jeſſamine bowers, 

Beneath which the ſtudent repos'd ? 

Not a relick is left of the flowers, | 
- Whoſe boſoms the morning diſclos'd. 


See, feather'd from regions above, 
The ſnow in profuſion deſcends; 
It ermines each deſolate grove, 
And thick on the hamlet depends : 


Sweet pleaſures are baniſh'd the plains, 
The hirds, like deſerters, are fled; 

The vallies are flooded with rains, 
Dark miſts on the mountains are ſpread, 


Ve ſons, then of opulence, ſay, 

While thus Winter ſpreads deſolate reign, 
Can you your denotions delay, | 

That long to the children of pain? 

Say, where ſhall each pauper repoſe, - 
Abaſn'd by the ſcornings of pride, 
When Hyems her countenance ſhows, 

Congealing each ftrong flowing tide. 


Can you faſten your door on his ſighs, 


Can you turn from his woes with neglect, 


While the voice of your God, from the ſkies, 
Loudly bids you the needy protect? 


Shall coldneſs impovy'riſh their blood, 
Whilſt you are the ſubjects of eaſe : 

Shall they wander, alas, without food, 
And importune death for releaſe ? 


Can you kt round your fuel ſo warm, 
Encircled by friendſhip and love, 
And find in bleak winter a charm, 
Imparted by Goodneſs above ? 


Can you move on the carpet ſo gay ? 
Can you drain your full goblets of wine? 
Can your ears be regal'd by the lay, 
Attun'd by a maſter divine? 
Ah, turn then your eyes to diſtreſs, 
Oh dry the ſad tear of complaint! 
And let your good actions confeſs, 
You tread in the ſteps of a faint ! 
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THE SUMMER FADES. 


SEE the tints of Summer fade, 
And ſee them fade without a figh ; 
For dear to me 1s Autumn's glade, 0 
And dearer ſtill her ev'ning-ſky. 


Forth, when the ſplendours of the day 
No longer ſate the gazing mind, 
{ wander where from lonely ſpray 
The laſt note lingers on the wind, 


And ſweet it is, through coppice near, 
To catch the ſun's departing gleam, 
While every breeze to fancy's ear, 
Conveys a ſoft celeſtial theme. 
Oh, at ſuch hour! when tumult wild 
Diſturbs no more the tranquil frame; 
When ev'ry thought, of earth beguil'd,. 
Feels all of paſſion but the name; 


Oft with Myrtilla have I trod «© Ch 


The ſcene to contemplation giv'n, 
And as we preſs'd the dew-bright ſod," 
Look'd upward to a brighter heav'n! 


The mild moon dwelling on her cheek, _ 
Seem'd with her breaſt to ſympathize, 
And language more than earth could ſpeak, 

Shone in her ſoft retiring eyes. 


And will theſe hours return no more ? 
And are thoſe days for ever paſt? 

They are—but Autumn can reſtore hg 
duch ſcenes of bliſs, as, while they laſt, 


May bid remembrance ceaſe to tell ä 
Of what we knew: and when gone by, 
Tbeſe coming hours ſhall fondly dwell 
Where mem'ry holds her fonder tie. 


And, though to Autumn's lateſt ſheaf 
[ flill muſt give the penſive figh, 
et I can ſee her falling leaf + 
dubmiſſive to a ruder ſky. | © | 
. | I 
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For Winter, in his arm of might, 
Bears many a ſocial hope to me; 
And much I love his longeſt night, 
His longeſt night of friendly glee. 


No brighter moments have L known, 
Than thoſe which Winter can beſtaw, 

When friendſhip draws her circling zone : 
Mid lakes of ice, or fields of ſnow. 


And ſay, thou Solace of each Care! 
Nor leſs than Author of my Joy! 
A ſolace that I do not ſhare; 
A ſweetneſs that could never cloy. 


Myrtilla ! ſay, recluſe from all . 
That reſtleſs faſhion would eſteem; 
When ſtorms have vex'd this rocking ball, 
Was peace with us? or but a dream? 


Surrounded then, as ſome would think, 
With proſpect uſeleſs, void, and drear; 
When nature's ſelf appear'd to fink 
In ſorrow o'er her dying year ; 


Have we not heard, from ſcenes like theſe, 
Her awful yet maternal voice — 
„Mid ſnow-clad plains, and leafleſs trees, 
Still let DoMESTIC Love rejoice.“ | | 
G v. COURTIER 


PAN AND CUPID. 


NCE Cupid in the ſilent grove, 
Sought the artillery of love; 
As at the maids, in amorous play, 
He'd ſhot his arrows all away: 
His painted quiver empty hung, | 
And on the ground his bow unſtrung. 
Between the thickly-ſpreading trees, 
Pan, the rural God, he ſees, 
Looking with anger fiercely round : 
He threw his chanter on the ground, 
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With furious geſture curs'd and ſwore, 

He ne er would cheer the woodlands more, 

Or wake to harmony the meads, 

By the ſoft warbling of his reeds ; 

Then with a vengeful air he frown'd, 

And ſtampt his foot upon the ground; 

Tore with his cloven hoof the reed, 

And ſmil'd as he perform'd the deed. 

Cupid beheld him with ſurprize, 

And to th? enraged muſician cries, | 
Why do thy cheeks, Pau glow with rage? 
„Thy direful anger pray afſuage; 
And tell me how thou thus can't tear 

The object of thy fondeſ. care vs 
That reed, which call'd the liſt'ning ſwains, I 
Together on th* Arcadian plains, 
To hear its ſweetly ſylvan ſtrains: 

The raptures of its heav'nly tones, 

" Awoke to life the rocks and ſtones; 

The liſt'ning floods forgot to flow, 

And ev'ry wanton breeze to blow; 

The oaks, obedient to thy call, 

* Bow'd low their heads, (that erſt ſo tall 

* Aſpir'd to heav'n with dancing ſprays,) 
And follow'd thee to hear thy lays: 

Then tell me how thou thus can't tear 

The object of thy fondeſt care? 


he angry deity replies, 

Vith rage till flaſhing from his eyes, 

'Leam why juſt wrath my viſage clouds, 
And with its gloom my eyes enſhrouds; 
And judge if I am wrong or right, 

ln tearing thus my ſole delight 

Elly this morn, on yonder plain, 

Calin J met, a piping ſwain, 

Whoſe untaught reed the crowd admir'd, - 
And hail'd him as a bard inſpir'd; 

Ah! good-day, Pan!“ the fellow cried, 
own ſuch freedom hurt my pride, )“ 

fur Delia longs to he thy ſtrains, 

That oft have pleas'd tk' enraptured ſwains ; 
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« And he'll preſent thee with the * | | 


If thou wilt join my rural reed,'—' | T1 
« I with him to the grove repair, | 
c And ſound my pipe to pleaſe the fair: 7 Br 
But though my firains—by heav'n ed, | | 
C To win her envied praiſe aſpir'd, | 5 M 
« The prize was by the maid decreed | | 
„To the hoarſe croakings of his reed. Th 


«© Inftant I left the taunting pair, 
« And vow'd no more to pleaſe the fair.“ 


Gay Cupid anſwer'd with a ſmile, | 
How Pan! can you the fair revile? N 
« On me you ought to lay the blame, | | ; 
6 Twas I that loaded you with ſhame; 

& For whilſt you ſung your heavenly lays 

«& I burnt to rob you of the bays, 

&« And aim'd a ſhaft at either heart; 

cc For which, poor Pan! you're doom'd to ſmart! 
ce For lovers ſee with partial eyes, 

And thus you've loſt the envied prize. 


* Reſume your reed, my injur'd friend | . | 8 

% But with a lover ne er contend, ' 

« Whilſt his fond fair-one hears the lays, N v 

* And with a voice of partial praiſe, q _ 3 For 

«© To love, not merit, gives the ke bays. . 00 | 
N 


Tæviflock, 8 %, BRAY, 
July 11th, 1797. I | | 


To MARGARETTA. 
BY MR. R DAVENPORT. 


HY, Margaretta, ſtrive to hide 
The tears to loſt Louiſa giv'n? 


O, truſt me] though deſpis'd by pride, f 
A tender heart's the care of heav'n. ſh 
Let folly's callous-hreafted throng, - Vai 
Laugh at the tale of love's diftreſs; H 
But I to thee will pour the ſong, T 
Sweet child 1 dove- ey d tenderneſs And 
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The giddy, gay, unthinking fair, 
The blaze of orient gems may prize, 
But brighter far the tear-drops are, 
That fall from pity's lucid eyes. 


More ſweet's the roſe at dawn of day, 
(Its bending head impearl'd with dew) 

Than when the noon-tide ſun's fierce ray 
Expands its beauties to the view. 


O! far may guardian angels kee 
From thy pure bofom ſorrow's throne, 
Not that I wiſh thee ne er to weep— 
But weep for ſtoried woes alone, 


v— — 


0 F eIRAM. 
BY THE SAME, 


YLLA declares the world ſhall know, 
That he's my moſt determin'd foe.— 
[ wiſh him wide the tale to ſpread ; 
For all that I from Sylla dread, _ 
Is, leſt the knave, to ſerve ſome end, 
Should one day ſwear, that he's my friend. 


— — 


SONNE ＋. 3 
10 ###S#&##*, 


BY THE SAME. 


H me, in vain wild wood, or noiſeleſs dell, 
Or frowning ſteep with weary feet I trace, 

Hopeful, thou ſweet enchantreſs, to eraſe 
From my ſad heart thy firm - in woven ſpell. 
Vain hope, indeed! for memory, too well, 

Hath treaſur'd up each charm of thy fair face; 

Thy marchleſs mind, thy form's tranſcendent grace; 
And loves, all elſe forgot, on r to dwell, | 
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Each blooming flower in ſilence ſpeaks of thee; Wel 
I hear thy voice in each melodious ſound; = Am 
And, as I ſtray, each lovely form I ſee, Fe 
Thine ſwift-recals with brighter beauty crown'd! . And 
Alas! what then remains for wretched me, : Witt 
But ſtill to _ 2228 fate hath ſternly frown'd ? | *. 

> | | ä Had 
LINES In 
_ TO THE MEMORY OF MRS. MARY SAUNDERS, =_ 
: WHO DIED JUNE 14, 1797.—AGED 52, Ar 
WIFE as tender, and as true withal, | One : 
As the firſt woman was before her fall; And 

Made for the man, of whom ſhe was a part, - . To 
Made to attract his eyes, and keep his heart: Wher 
A ſecond Eve, but by no crime accurſt, | Ona 
As pliant, not ſo brittle as the firſt. ak, 
Had ſhe been firſt, ſtill paradiſe had been, 175 & fa 
And death had found no entrance by her fin; Pace, 
So ſhe, not only had preſerv'd from ill | | | * 
Her ſex and our's, but been their pattern Kill. . Go 
Love and obedience to her lord ſne bore; 5  W-7, 
She much obey'd him, but ſhe lov'd him more. 7 f 
Thus we love God, as author of our good; | : 

Sq ſubjects love juſt Kings, or ſo they ſhould. 3 His w. 
J. SAUNDERS. and f 
bs 8 Wit 
— —— The ta 
* And p 
5 WILL. KING AND THE TA YLOR. Tha 
| A TALE. - | | Swift a 
Ez I v0 ſwi 
BY ALEXIS AND SINCLAIR. ? Whi 


WAG once liv'd, (faith I forget his name) 
But let us call him—('twill be all the ſame) | 
I ſay, ſuppoſe we call him William King; * 
Perhaps, related to that famous wight, . 
Whoſe hum' rous pranks are read with ſuch delight, 7 
And with whoſe fame all * town does ring. 


— — 
— 


Ss 
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Well, Will was juſt as great a wag as he, 
A more miſchievous dog could never be 

For breaking lamps and knocking watchmen down ; 
And as for bilking taylors, drinking, gaming, 
With other little things not worth the naming, 

You could not find his like in all the town. 


It happen'd, once, that Will, the bailiffs dodging, 
Had in a dirty alley ta'en a lodging, | 
In hopes thoſe heroes of the writ to ſhun; 
And as he lay reclining on his bed, 
He oft revolv'd the riots he had bred, 
And meditated ſchemes of future fun. 


One morn, as uſual, he aroſe from ſleep, 
And from his garret window took a peep, 

To ſec if any one was lurking near; | 
When, o'er the door which fac'd him, painted new, 
On a large board, theſe words appear'd to view, 

Cornelius Cabbage, taylor, dwelleth here.“ 


A ſudden ſcheme now ftruck our hero's mind, 
Taccompliſh which he ftrongly felt inclin'd, 

So ſummon'd his fair hoſteſs to his room; | 
Good ma'am,” (aid he, ( pray order your ſon Dick 
Jo go to honeſt Miſter Cabbage quick, 

« And hither on the inſtant bid him come.“ 


His way to Snip's, Dick in a trice explor'd, 
and ſummon' d Mr. Cabbage from his board, 
With patterns and a meaſure to attend him; 
The taylor joyfully-doth Dick obey, 
and promiſes (though meaning ne'er to pay) 3 
That for this job he ſurely would befriend him. . 


wit as the wind Dick and the taylor fle w, - 1 
% ſwift I ſwear, that dme if they knew x 5 
Which was the upmoſt, or their heels or crown; 
And having croſs'd, Cabbage is uſher'd ſtrait 
hto the parlour, and defir'd to wait 
Till My King was ready to come down. 


den Snip had ſtopt for fully half an hour, 
\% ſtrong in Mr. King was faſhion's pow'r) 


92 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. 


He thought he heard ſome footſteps pretty, cloſe, — 
Twas ſa, for ſhortly after op'd the door, 
And lo! before him ſtood upon the floor, 

Our wag with phiz afﬀfettedly moroſe. 


But, e' er he enter'd, he, Snip to bother, 


Had made one ſhoulder igher than the other, 
Though nature form'd him ſtraight and fair to boot; 


But as at preſent he appear d to view, 


Lou would have fworn, (upon my word tis true) 


His right fide was too high by half a foot. 


« Good morning Mr. Cabbage, he began, 
ce You are, upon my ſoul, the very man 
&« To find out whom I would have giv'n my heart; 
« T bleſs my ſtars that I am lodg'd ſo near 
« A man, of whom ſo frequently J hear, 
« As greatly noted in the cutting art. 


ce I've oft employ*'d each perſon of your trade, 

« And though for me they many clothes have made, 
c Not one could ever make a coat to fit; | 

cc Come, honeſt Mr. Cabbage, take your meaſure, 


C Pm ſure it will afford me real pleaſure, 


« If you at laſt ſhould chance my.ſhape to hit.” 
ce I do not boaſt,” ſaid Snip, ' like other men, 
« But this Dl! ſay, thert is not one in ten 
«© Who can like me fo neatly uſe his ſheers; 
« May I this moment hang upon a halter, 
ce If I have had a ſingle coat to alter, 
© Though I have been a taylor twenty years. 


The meaſure Cabbage now prepar'd to take, 
Reſolving large allowance he would make 
For the vaſt hump which on one ſhoulder roſe; 
And having ta'en the ſize of every part, 
He ſwore he d cut the coat extremely ſmart, 

Or elſe he would ſubmit to loſe hig noſe. 


Patterns were now diſplay*d upon the table, 
The coarſeft, fineſt, lighteſt, and moſt fable, «© 


When Will frait choſe the beſt upon the card; 


„ Why, fir,” ſays Snip, “this cloth is very high, 


& Such as few people can afford to buy; 
« Faith, it will ſtand me in a pound a yard.” 
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« D—me, what's that to you, ſaid King, “ I pray? 
« For what I order I intend to pay: | 

« Coſt what it will, this. cloth you muſt procure !”” 
« My forwardneſs,“ cried Snip, “ good fir, excuſe ; 
“And pray what buttons would your honour chuſe : phat 

« Why filver, ſaid our hero, to be ſure,” | 


1 


With admiration, Snip now gaz'd on Will, 
Pleas'd at the extra charges in his bill 
The cloth and ſilver buttgns might produce. é 
« And when,“ ſaid Cabbage, © would you have it done? 
« To-morrow,”” King replied, .< and juſt at one; . 
Remember too to cut it neat. and ſpruce.” 


The taylor now his way did homeward ſhape, | 
Beſet with meaſures, pattern cards, and tape, | | 
Much pleas'd at the good morning's job he*d made; 1 
And when that he had reach'd his habitation, 
He ſaid unto his ſpouſe, with exultation, 
. T7 am reſolv d to trounce the crooked blade. 


« What blade,“ ſaid Mrs Cabbage, © love, I pray, 
« Have you ſo luckily met with to- day, 7 
And whom to chouſe, you've laid this good defign ?” 
« Why dear, ſaid he, © an ugly crook-back'd fool, 
«Whom I moſt certainly will make my tool, 
“Or elſe twice four and one do not make nine.” 


| To purchaſe articles to make the clothes, 
And hire two extra workmen, Snip now goes, 
That King in proper time the coat might get ; 
And what he wanted being ſoon ſupplied, 
He homeward with his cloth and two men hied, , - * | 
Aud all three to their parts with vigour ſet. - + 


So well did Cabbage and his men employ 
Their ſheers and needles, that, to Snip's great joy, 
The coat was finiſh'd quite next day by ten; 
And having tied it up, he croſs'd the way, 
Then ſhewing it to Bag, with glee did ſay, 
_ © You ſex, fir, that I keep induſtrious men.“ 


Meanwhile, unalter'd was our hero's face, 
n a droll exchange had taken Place, 
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For 10! from right to left the bump had gone; 
But this poor Cabbage did not yet perceive— 
So ſaid, © Now, fir, if you will give me leave, 

« I will aſſiſt you, fir, to try theſe on.” 
“With all my heart, good Cabbage,” King replies, 
c Among my friends, I'll praiſe you to the les, 

& If you have hit my ſhape exact and true; 
So in he thruſt an arm without delay, 

But ſoon in angry mood to Snip did ſay, 
„ You bungling dog, this coat will never do.“ 
Theſe tones of paſſion made Snip's teeth to chatter, 


Who, trembling, ſaid to Ring, Pray what's the matter?“ 


« Why ſure,” ſaid Will, © of reaſon you're bereft, 
For, d—me, fir, if you had us'd your eyes, + 
« You muſt have plainly ſeen this aukward riſe 
“Was not on the right ſhoulder but the left.“ 


% Ah, lack-a-day !”” faid Snip, © can it be ſo? 
« How it could come about, I do not know, 
„ Though, true enough, tis juſt, fir, as you ſay ; 
« I humbly beg your pardon, fir, but vow | 
cc I never miſs'd a meaſure, fir, till now; 
4 But, if you pleaſe, 1'11 alter it Rraightway.” | 

ce Well, pull it off again, cried King, © but note 
At one, preciſely, I muſt have the coat, 

“ Or elſe another taylor I'll find out! 
& You ſhall,” ſays Snip, & at leaft I'Il do my beſt; 
«& But ſtill I ſwear, and ſolemnly proteſt, 

c I can't conceive how his here came about.“ 
At one exact, ſee Cabbage quite prepar d, 
But how at William King he gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When he appear'd a ſtraight and upright blade; 

&« Why, fir,” ſaid Cabbage, © as he ſcratch'd his rump, 
« Pardon my boldneſs, fir, but where's. the lump, 
. por which fuch large allowance I have made? 

« What lump,” faid King, © affecting ſtrong ſurpriſe, 
te Am I deform'd or crooked? D- mn your eyes! 
“ Say ſo again, and faith I'll knock you down: 
46 But, as it is, you raſcal, do you ſee, | 
cc If now the coat don't fit me to a T, 
I'll take my cudgel and I'll crack your crown.“ 


1 
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King then the coat did ſeize with aſpeR big, 

While Cabbage trembled like a ſcalded pig, 
So much Will's action the poor taylor ſcares ; 

I'll add no more, ſaid King, but on it goes, 

« If it don't ſuit, egad, I'll tweak your noſe, _ 
And, in the bargain, tumble you down ſtairs!“ 


Now William ſqueez'd it on with looks of wrath, 
But what an uſeleſs quantity of cloth 
Did looſely hang a-down his larboard fide! 
With fury, now, he rais'd his ſtick on high, 
When Snip, perceiving danger was ſo nigh, 
Took to his heels and ran with haſty ride. 


t ſo fell out, that on this very day, 

King had agreed a quarter's rent to pay, 
(Which he, as uſual, had no means to do!) 

do ſeizing up, in haſte, his other coat, 

Which now was all he in his room had got, 
After the taylor, to the court he flew ; 


And having reach'd it, he, without delay, 
(As now the hardeſt part was left to play) 
Ruſh'd out with ſpeed, nor ſtopt to ſhut the dar; 1 
Then vaniſh'd through the alley in a crack, 
adorn'd with poor Snip's coat upon his back, 
Who, from that day to this, ne er ſaw him more. 


THE ARABIAN MAID's INVOCA TION TO THE. 
MOON. 


BY S. WALKER, 


ROPITIOUS moon ! whoſe peaceful beams 
O' er Theban deſerts ſtray, 
dp at the Nile's prolific ſtreams, 
And midſt the whirlwind play, 
Attend, and grant a virgin's pray'r; 
Her timid wiſhes hear: 
Tikemy Alcanzer to thy care, | | 
His TROP footſteps cheer. : * 


While round the patient camels kneel, 


- * 
— 
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| While o'er the deſert, dark and wide, | | 


He treads the dang'rous way, 


Be thy bright orb his certain guide, 


Until returning day. 


From where the ſanguine lions prowl, 


Direct his feet aright; 
Nor let the fierce Hyena's bowl 
Add horrors to the night. | 


Where not a ſhrub; where not a ſpire 
Of graſs is ſeen to grow, © 
Where nature breathes deſtructive fire, 
And where no fountains flow, 
Let thy cool rays refreſh the air, 
And ſpicy breezes bring; .  _ 
Ancklet my lover, by thy care, | 
Explore the ſecret ſpring. 


There may he reſt on banks of balm, | 


And from the limpid ſtream 
The burning heat within him calm, 
While baſking in thy beam; 


Forgetful of their toil, 
The noon-day blaze no more they feel, 
Nor from their loads recoil. 


Then ſhall he gaze with grateful mind, 
Upon thy radiant face; -- 

Think on the maid he left behind, 
And all his ſteps retrace: 

Till, lull'd by ſofteſt ſcents that move 
On zephyrs through the air, 


He finks to ſleep, and dreams of love ; 


His ſlumb' ring viſions ſhare, 
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HAVE no breezes that reſtore 
I Declining health, and faded joy: 
I have not; or diſeaſe no more 
Should ſeize, embitter, and deſtroy. 


And, are a few unnumber'd hours 
Scarce paſt to their eternal bier, 
Since, in the ſummer's fragrant bow'rs, 
I met my love without a tear ? 


She knew not tears—her cheerful eye 
Beam'd with the luſtre of the mourn; 
And if ſhe felt the paſſing ſigh, 
It was of gentleſt ſorrow born, 


But now !—LI would cannot tell 
The pangs that on her ſenſes prey, 
Nor look while one belov'd ſo well, 
Sits wearied with the brighteſt day! 


Again ſhe ſighs; and I muſt ſee 
Her vernal hours, o'ercharg'd with grief! 
Again ſhe weeps; and I muſt ſee 8 
That painful tear, without relief! 


0h—cop oF Love ! if I may fall 

In ſuppliance at thine awful throne, 
And, while diſmay encircles all, 

Make my unnoted ſorrows known. 


To thee, from depths of deep diſtreſs, 
[ til] would raiſe the bleeding heart; 

Nor wilt thou love the ſufferer Jeſs, 
Who claims, in hope, his better part. 


Mercy is thine; and thou can't heal 
The mortal of this mortal man: 
And to his mind, thou can'f reveal 

A better, an immortal plan, 


Vol. I. | XR 


MVR TIL LA IN ILLNESS. 
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O take Myrtilla to thy care, | 
And ſhield her from the blights of death: 

O let her all thy goodneſs ſhare, 
And heal her with thy er breath! 


September 6th, 1797. 


SONNET. 
BY w. Ss. HONE. 


EAR to my ſoul is chill November's breeze — 
The wind which ſighs along the lonely walls, 


The tempeſt's blaſt which bares the ſapleſs trees, 
And the low ruſtling of each leaf that falls. 


Then, when pale evening throws her mantle o'er 
The clear bright proſpects of declining day, 

I frequent roam till paſt the midnight hour, 
And to its ſecret influence homage pay. 


Oft when the moon rides in the cloudleſs ſky, 
I climb the rocky mountain's ſhelvy fide, 
And watch the fiſh-boat's flitting ſail paſs by, 
While roaring rolls beneath the foaming tide. 


Theſe ſcenes aſſuage the, pain of inward grief, 


Draw forth the filent tear, and give my heart relief. 


25th Auguſt, 1797. 


THE S TORM. 


'WAKEN'D by the miracles of God, 
Who hurls his thunderbolts precipitate 
Thro? the aſtounded regions of the air, 
At this daik hour of midnight, O my ſoul, 
While warm with life, in wonder meditate 
A ſolemn ſong of reverential praiſe! 


Fountain of glory! I adore thy power, 
Which governs the tremendous elements, 
And ſhakes the great globe with the influence 


p. COURTIER, 


—— 
— 


N. 


/ 
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Of fiery ſtorm. Angels of light! who ſound 
Deep notes of thunder, publiſh to the world, 
O'er earth, o'er ocean, and to diſtant ſpheres, 
The glories of the one Eternal King, 
Whoſe juſtice triumphs, while the earth beholds 
Her throne, a cloud of fire, in radiance borne 
Aloft, on winged courſers of the flames 
Of lightning quick and vivid. 
The affairs 
Of mortal men, how vain ! compar'd with theſe 
Immenſe tranſactions of the Lord of Being, 
Before whom nature trembles ! whoſe beheſts 
Are, in a moment, carried to effect 
By miniſters of water, fire and air, 
Follow'd with acclamations more intenſe 
Than if the clamours of the multitude 
Of every nation, on this beauteous orb, | 
And ſounds of war's ajtillery, were bhut—one ! 
0! with what force that voice is pour'd abroad: 
It ſeems to rend in twain the vault of heaven 
While earth ſtands witneſs ; and the ocean world 
Mounts upward from his-bed, to fill the void. 
Lo! God ſpeaks once: ſpeaks twice: now man muſt hear! 
And own his power unrivalled, and ſupteme |! 
The circuit of immeaſurable heaven 
Is the ſole theatre magnificent, 
On which the ruler of the univerſe 
His plans fulfils. | 
Weak are our thoughts : our words 
Be few ; in his bright preſence let us bow 
With veneration, and unfeigned love; | 
Conſcious that He, who ſaves us from the ſtorm, 
Who opes the page of darkneſs viſible, Ft 
With flaſhes frequent, and makes day of night— 
A ſolemn day of intermittent flames, 3 
Of lightning, and the ſhades of viewleſs night; 
That He who is the fount of light and joy, 
Will guard our lives with his imperial ſhield, 
In pain, affliction, and the final grave. 
Glory once more to Him who reigns on high! 
=> 5 5 W. EVANS. 


K 2 


=  LIves, 1 
Addreſſed to a coufile of Trees at the Extremity of a Walk. 


WIN trees! who in full dreſs of fummer hue, 
Sparkle impearl'd with heaven-deſcended dew, 
At morn's firſt beams, while o'er Dart's rugged hills 
The new-born ſun, with orient ſplendour fills 
His throne in heav'n; the lark with ſoaring wing, 
And dawn-invited ſwain, their carols fing ; 
You, vegetable friends! no more rejoice 
At early bird's, or man's perſuaſive voice, 
Than at the tranſient leaf-inſpiring tale, 
Breath'd by the whiſpers of the weſtern gale : 
So to the notes of devious pleaſure's ſong. 
Deaf, yet a pair in virtue's ſun-beams ſtrong. 
At morn, Lucilius hop'd to ſpend life's day 
With her he lov'd—alas ! that hope is flown away. 


Taviſtock, Auguſ, 1797. 


| SONNET TO DELIA. - 


H, how they fly—the days of youth and hope ! 
Juſt like the fading coop! | of a dream, 
Remembrance, Delia, of thy kind eſteem, 

Declines not ſo; for that with time ſhall cope. 

Thoꝰ ſorrow's ſelf, with all his malice come; 

Tho? ſickneſs enervate, or age benunbdʒ; 

When the glad eaſt pours forth the fulgent day, 

F Or, glimmering in the weft, it glides away, 

Witneſs it ſhall my ardent love for thee; | 
And, Oh! could time fuch flatteting ſcenes diſplay 
As when I firſt beheld thy charms ſo gay, 0 

To thy kind arms with rapture I would flee, 


And there recount theſe years of abſence long; | 
And there repeat my joys, and thete renew my ſong ! 
w. AMPHLETT.. 
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TO THE SAME, | : 
ON HEARING OF HER III... 


AS then Diſeaſe with his diſtemper'd breath, 
Dimn'd the full radiance of thy lovely eye? 
So the fair proſpect of a ſummer's ſky, 
The uproar of the hurricane deſtroys; 
And thus thy cruel enmity, gaunt death, 
Blights all our hopes, annihilates our joys ! 


And tell me, why thy dreadful ſhafts are ſent 

So ſoon, where every charm delights to dwell? 
And why the virtuous, and the innocent, 

Thoſe we revere and thoſe we love ſo well, 
Find no protection from thy deadly rage? 
Behold her form let that thy wrath aſſuage ! ! 


Or is compaſſion to thy breaſt unknown? 
Then ſtrike us both make Delia's fate my own. 


Birmingham, . W. AMPHLETT. 
Auguſt, 3, 1797. 


— — —  — 


ODE TO THE KE NIN STAR. 


AIR love of Evening ! who on high 
Look'f on her graces with * eye, 
Thou who alone 
Firſt glimmers in her train, and ſhines among 
The ſadd'ning clouds, when Phoebus has gone down— 
Beneath thy light 
The fays and fairies eager throng; 
And with gay figures ſlight, 
Dance to wild minſtrelſy, 
Such as young Zephyr breathes the Si woods along. 
0 lovely ſar ! to thee the wretch forlorn 
Pours out his woe. 
What time, at autumn's cloſe, 
When the thick woods by _ gales are torn; 
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And leaf-ftrewn walks 
And dells; * 
In which the lonely echo 1 talks, 
Sigh to the winds that bio“, ? 
What time, the melancholy bells _ 
Come ſoften'd on the eat, and break the minds repoſe, 
He comes to court thy beam, 
And groaning to impart 
The healleſs ſorrows of a bt6keti heart. 
For, ah! the ſelfiſh world abhors the unwelcome theme. 


And when amid a cloudleſs fy 

Of that deep blue of furnmer night, 

Thou ſhineft—then to weep and figh - - 
The lover comes— 

Ah me! his faded cheek, | 

His penſive eyes a fatal fondnefs ſpeak.— 
Now he roars 

Wild thro? the foreſt, ternpeſt-toſt, 


* 


He breaks the waving boughs, he burſts thro' tangled thorns; 


And now, as thro' an opening gleams thy light, 

Thy ſoft, ſoft light, he turns \ 

With downcaſt looks, and arms <\ ery] 

The ſudden drops rain from his fadden'd eyes, 

He thinks on her, more lovely than the morn ; 

No more he rages, but he mourns, 

And all by tender agony ſubdued, 1 

Darts from thy ſoothing ray, and plunges i in the wood. 


Poor child of want! 

Doſt thou too love to gaze 

On Eve's meek ſtar? 

Ves, poverty will haunt 

The twilight hour, will often raiſe 

The languid eye, to watch thy ſilver car: 

Deſerted, and weeping, 

Abbortitig the day, 

On her breaſt her babe ſleeping, 

The ſad wretch will fray; 

And as her waking infant cries in vain, 

Her ſwimming eyes ſhall ſeek the ſtarry train; * 
And hope ſhall urge, and faith confirm the thought, 
That — worlds for her ſhall be with ſuffering bought- 
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When thy luſtre firſt ilumes 7 oo 07 
Surf-bound groves, and ald nde, 10 1114 207 
And beds of cloſing flower: ;: 


The widow'd maid, with lonely arne. 72200700 22 
Shall ſeek thee, where thy radiafice Terps 1.941%, ömmes 
Amid the willow'd bowers ; . A 220747 
And there, by love and ſorrow bleſt, ee e 
The ſpot where = and valour' rey | 
Shall catch the ſainted tear; | 05 
Thy humid eye ſhall ſee her „„ nee et 
Shall gleam on every lilied leaf, nn unn 
That decks the hallow'd bier 

And as her ſoft ſighs ſound thro? air, ä 
Thy gentle look alone ſhall harmonize deſpair.” 


And O] to thee the wandering poet's Iyre 

Shall ſtill be ſtrung, 

What time, in penſive mood, 

Watching thy beams on beaked promontories,— 

He ſtretches careleſs by the hanging ſhore 

That overhangs the flood, 

Upon whoſe wave, the hot ſun darts no more 

But deep involv'd in purple glories, 

(With which, in richeſt pomp high heaven is hung) 
Sleeps amidſt a mellbwed fire— WHAT 
There ſhall he muſe on antique ſtories, Yo ” 
Or teach his eagle wing uncheck'd to ſoar, , 1 
While all beneath thy ray is one pale ſolitulde. 
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TN; traverſing this chequer'd ſtate, which yields 
Enjoyments, oft by diſappointment foil'd; 
Mine be the path, which, far remote from where 

Ambition ſpreads his ever-dazzling ſcene, 
Clittering but to deſtroy ; and reſtleſs, ſtill, 
Would rob the mind of ſweet ſerenity, 
For pleaſures which may never be attain'd, : 
Or if —— may un ubſtantial prove. Ws © 
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Nor is ambition only to be found 2 . 2 1 nn 
In the loud active walk of public life: 
The paſſion ſtill the ſame, though multiform 
Its object.— If ſlumbering in the breaſt 
*Twill ſhape itſelf tp varied circumſtance: 
Sometimes like Lucifer, a ſplendid wreck ! 
At others ſunk, c'en far below contempt. 
So then the only ſafe and happy path's 
That which through apathy's dull region lies? 
No—hatefut clime, far thence let me avert 

My heedful caurſe.—Thy torpid air would dim 
The vital ſpark of intelle&; relax 
The wel}-tun'd chords of ſenfibility; j | 
And load me with a weight of cymb'rous eaſe ! 

In the fair fields of ſcience let me ftray, 

*Mid the tall trees, or humbler ſhrubs, that yield 
Their balmy fragrance to the freſh'ning breeze. 
Tho- lovely to the eye, and grateful ſtill 

As ev'ning caolnefs after nuontide heat, 

Let me not loiter here too long, leſt like 

The ſad benighted traveller, I find 

The friendly orb of day depart, whilft I 

To an unfipiſh'd lonely way betake 

My ſolitary ſteps. I would frequent $ 
That cooling ſhade, which from th' oppreſſive heat 
Shelters the ſojourner : tho! leſs aao 

To the paſſing eye, the vale delight affords 
Which only theſe can know, who, up the ſteep 
Aſcant of ſelf-acquaintance, gain the calm, 
The bleſt retreat of meek humility. | 
Near her contentment dwells, of life the balm; 
Mild placid deity, which adds delight 

Jo happineſs poſſeſt. Solacing hope, 

And heaven- born reſignation in her train, 

Wipe from affliction's eye the falling tear. 
Beneath thy genial ſmiles, the length'ning threag 
Of human life runs firm and even- unhurt 
Buy the deſtructive graſp of haggard care. 
Tutelar power of dear domeſtic life! 
Kind tranquillizer of the troubled mind ! 
Prepare my breaft for ſorrows yet to come, 
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Or bleſſings in reverſion, Ah! let me 

In the fair haunts where wiſdom, piety, 
And charity reſort, delighted rove ; | 
Till form'd by them for happineſs ſublime 
And infinite, I change this chequer'd ſcene, 


For one where pleaſure reigns, and reigns uncheckꝰ d 


By ſorrow's dart, or diſappointment's ſting. 


ODE TO FRIENDSHIP. 


BY j. JACK90N, 


H thou! deſcended from above,; 
Dear emblem of angelic love, 
With whom the virtuous dwell; 
By all thy votaries' num'rous names, 
Accept the meed my fancy frames, 
The tribute of my ſhell. 


On mercy's pinions borne afar, 

The ſoul, that ſcan'd the point of war, 
And ſpurn'd the trophied creſt, | 

Will turn with raptur'd orbs to fee, 

Where thou, with ſenſibility, 
Adorn'ſt the godliko breaſt. 


Oh! come then, while the germs of youth. 
Demand the friendly beam of truth, 
To call them into bloom ; 
Come !—for 'tis thine to radiate 
The faſt-depending clouds of fate, 
And cheer misfortune's gloom, 


Teach me to love the virtuous man, 

With renderneſs his faults to ſcan, 
And bind his thoughts to mine; 

Tranſplanting to myfelf his worth; 


do round the oak of manly. growth, * | 


The ivy's tendrils twine. 


Yes, goddeſs! yes, with ſuch a friend, I 
The quiv'ring lamp of night I'll ſpend, 
| K 5 l 
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16 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. | 
And paſs the hours of day; 2 N 2 | 
Behold with philoſophic eyes | W 
The ancient ſtates before me riſe, ä 4 
Grow, flouriſh, and decay. 


While, hov'ring round on mental wings, 5 
Morality her precepts brings, g W1 
To ſtrengthen nature's plan; p 
For ah! tho? wit awhile may flame, 
*Tis virtue only, ſacred name! | Fro 
"Tis vIRTUE MAKES THE MAN. Bs, 


Nor then I'Il ſpurn thy ſofter laws, 7 

When beauty, pleading friendſhip's cauſe, 
Beams from my SARaA's eye; 

No, no; let Hymen light his torch; 

And lead our ſteps to pleaſure's porch, 
We'll enter, wreath'd with z joy. 


Our children then may claim our love, 
Our precepts ſhall their minds improve, 
And early vice efface; 
Till ſpringing from a choſen few, 
Affection's plan I till purſue, 
And graſp the human race! 


Yet not to me alone confin'd, 

' Friendſhip ! expand each narrow mind, 
Inform, inſtru the whole; 

So ſhall we view with Plowing « eyes, 

Creation one vaſt paradiſe, | 
Thy ſeat, each human ſoul. 


. , : . | 
| ADDRESS TO IHE SU 
EMBLANCE of God! whoſe emanating beams 
Illume the morn, and wake the inſe& world; 


At whoſe approach abſcond ideal dreams, 
And filver'd clouds in ether are unfurl'd : 


Struck by thy awfully potential eye, 

| That kens remotely earth's outſtretch'd domain, 

The moral bard, abſorb'd in ecſtaſy, EX 
Pours to thy power the energetic flrain, 
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King of the day, inſpiriter to bliſs, 
Sole procreant cauſe of Flora's blooming race; 
Whoſe warmth pervades old Neptune's dark abyſs, 
Where finny myriads rove in awkward pace: 


To thee, the Indian on aduſted plains, 
In myſtic geſtures his devotion pays, 

When firſt thy crimſon hue the orient ſtains, 
And tinging Ganges, unimpeded ftrays 

From him who moves in robes of ſplendid gold, 
To the mean pauper, bent at grandeur's feet ; 

From the ſhrill lark that fings with cadence bold, 
To the briſk ant in her terrene retreat : 


To God, the great, auguſt, and awful s RR, 
From whom this world bedight with glory came! 
Let incenſe riſe, from Seraphim of fire, 
To the leaſt inſect of this earthy frame. 


High in the heavens, upon a central throne, 
Hs lives and breathes exiſtence into all; 
And there receives the pris'ner's grievous moan, 
And there reviews this death- ſubjected ball! 


The jub*lant ſtars, hy him directed, run 
In ſportive windings o'er the azure road, 

And the bright lamp of day—the ſplendid Sun, 
Still pours profuſe th* effalgence of his God. 


On the broad pinions of the ruſhing wind, 
The mighty God, triumphant, rides ſublime ;. 
And thro? the extent of regions unconfin'd, 
Performs his will, unlimited by time. 
Order, and grace, and beauty from him ſpring, 
Comporting wilely with his glorious plan, 
And ſhine on all who creep, or mount the wing ; 
But greater far in intellectual man. 


In all his works the voice of wiſdom ſounds, 
Speaks in the hurricane, the thunder's roar 
Yet man, whom folly's magic chain ſurrounds, 
Wakes not to ſee the glories of his power. 

A ſhadowy knowledge paſſes o'er his mind, 
Fades ſwift away, as does a morning dream, 
He rationates in vain; to wiſdom blind, 
He wanders on—and finks in error's ſtream. 
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108 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. | 
But the great Go p, with changeleſs purpoſe crown'd 

Shines like the ſun in ſempiternat day, . 
He reaſons not for awfully profound, 

In depths of truth his great intentions lay. 


ST. JOHN, 
SONNETS TO CHARLOTTE. | 
HATE'ER, ſweet maiden, ſhall befal thee here, 
If aught unhappy may with goodneſs dwell! 
Still thy mild graces, with each added year 
Shall boaſt freſh charms, and their eternal ſpell 
Enweave with thine each heart to virtue dear; 
While envy's (elf ſhall diſtantly revere 65 
Thoſe awful rays which beam from beauty's ſphere, 
When beauty beams in truth; nor malice. fell, 
Dare lift to thee his dark and vizard ſneer; 
But to thy preſence ſhall each hateful form 
Of vice or folly, unreſiſting, cede; 
For vice muff fing in virtue's faireſt meed, 
To gain thy ſpotleſs ear. And grief's rude ſtorm 
May bruiſe, it ſhall not break, the tender reed! 


Bur I have thought—and cannot bear to think - | _ 
That thy free ſpirit may refuſe this boonz Iny 
Peeming my. friendſhip as th' inconſtant noon Wh 
Of ſummer's feveriſh day: that, on the brink -Q 
Of reaſon's cooler tide I ſtand, whence ſaon, | V 
Full ſoon, and dee, my changing ſoul ſhall drink. Unſl 

O think not ſo! for, are there not of thoſe Oft 
Whom inſtaut ſympathies join not in vain? - TE V 
For me, I am but one of that ſad train + _ V 
Who feel the preſſure of life's ſnarpeſt woes Whe 
But, in my wand' rings oer this dreary Rain, In a 

| I, too, have ſobght à balm for ſorrow's pain. | And 
And I have found, in beauty's blooming roſe, : 
0 1 


The dewy ſweets of pity's gentleſt rain. | 
; e 1 WOODVILLE. 


* 
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SONNE 7. 
BY NR. R. DAVENPORT. 


LONE and ſuccourleſs, day after day, 
I've wander'd on, while many a fiowning ſprite 

Hath fearfully beſet me on my way, 

And ftrove to fill my boſom with affright. 
Yet, though ſurrounded, thwarted, and reviPd, 

Onward I went, unheeding We foul train; 
And rais'd my eyes to heav'n! and cheerly ſmil'd, 

In innocence ſecure; nor felt I pain: 

Nor do I feel it—though my foes fill rave, 

More than the firm rock feels the baffled wave, 
But, O! the alter'd voice, the ſcornful air, 

The half-averted, or neglectful eye 
Of thoſe I dearly love, not ſo I bear! 

Theſe I can feel; and, feeling them, muſt figh. 

— 
SONNET TO MEMORY. 


S a poor pilgrim, thro? the world I haſte, 
Deſponding fancy paints my future years 

=" ſombre tints ; a barren, pathleſs waſte, 
Involv'd in gloom, ſad to my fight appears. 
While from ſuch ſcenes I turn my tearful eyes, 

O lead me, memory, to thoſe vernal bow'rs, 

Where once I ftray'd; where midſt fair-ſpringing flow rs, 
Unſully'd ſtreams of halcyon pleaſure riſe. 
Oft on thoſe banks, I took my careleſs way, 

When bleſt with youth; or trod the fairy groves 

Where ſport the ſoft defires, the ſmiling loves; 
Who, led by innocepce ſerenely gay, 
In antic revelry came flutt'ring round, 
And with their roſy wreaths my temples bound. 
JOAN JAMES PEAT, 
 Sefttember 197) 1797. | | 
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AND DO I GHANGE? 


ND do I change? my frequent vow 
As fleeting as the fleeting hour! 
And, is the love I boaſt, e'en now, 
A proof of thy declining pow'r ? 


MyYR'Tr1LLA! do not idle deem 
| beſe little queſtions, which ariſe 
From one who cannot bear to ſeem, 
What love and truth. muſt ever prize. 


But love and truth (the maid will ſay) 
Convey, full oft, uncertain phraſe, 
Words which may- flatter and betray; 
Or deck, forſooth, the poet's lays. 


They may But is each valued day 
Of mirth and innocence forgot? 
And many a heart woven lay, 
And many a high—* remember'd not?“ 


When conſtant joy, with ſportive ſmile, 
Chac' d ev' ry ſorrow from thy breaſt; 


Have I, immur' d in woe the while, 2 


Remain'd unconſcious and unbleſt? 


Perhaps the tempeſt that ] felt, 
Might not admit a clear relief: 

A ſtubborn woe! which, yet did melt, 
When her I lov'd was void of grief. 


Twas ſo. Nor could my ſteps. evade 
The place without a thought to pleaſe; 
The couch where pining beauty laid, 
The haunt of ſorrow and diſeaſe. 


No- have watch' d with ceaſeleſs care, 
The beam of ſlow- returning joy; | 
Nor known, till peace and hope were there, 
One moment charter'd of annoy. 
Now that the roſeate tint is ſeen 
On cheeks which pallid ſickneſs knew, 
And now that health of Jofty mien, 
Hath grac'd thee with her ſweeteſt hue; 


11 


Thoſe cares are fled, but ill, for thee, 
Thy laſting truſt in years to come; 

Thy life from keener anguiſh free, 
Thy brighter—thine eternal home. 


The muſe is heard! and he whofe eye 
Pervades where mortal lights recede, 
He, from his everlaſting ſky, 
Approves the ſoul-embodied meed! 


E'en if I would capricious quit, 

Whom erſt on earth I held moſt dear; 
Her chaſte, yet animated wit, 

Her hlooming form, her heart ſincere, 


Would long detain a vagrant mind, 
A mind unſhap'd to reaſon's plan; 
And—ſhall the ſoul inform'd, refin'd 
To better views outſhame the man ? 


Sux changes not; but now the fame 

As when at Grit he met my view, 
MyYgTILLA owns as quick a flame, 

As quick a flame, and more—as true. 


Yes! ſhe muſt pardon, if awhile 
I talk of moments that are floum; 

The verſe may flow, when free from guile, | 
It ſpeaks of feelings all my own. 


Should others judge my conſtant ſtrain 
Unworthy of their conſtant eat ; 

Tell them —while hotiour ſhall remain, 
Or beauty wake th' intender'd'tear, 


That I muſt ſtring my ſimple lyre, 
To themes which untaught feelings' claim; 
That him whom greater themes inſpire, 
May juſtly ſeek a greater fame. 


For me, I could not heedlefs' paſs, 

Perhaps, at beſt this waſted day, 
And ſee, unmov'd, the hour-ſpent glaſs, 
„Which crown d with _years my votive lay. 
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1 


And tuo are paſt, when at this hour, = 
Sweet as the then new-beaming morn, 5 It 

I ſaw the veſtal by whoſe pow'r | | : 
This heart to love and hope was born! | | _ 


Young candour, from her azure throne, 
Spoke ev'ry bliſs of human kind: 
And clear in ev'ry feature ſhone 
The firmneſs of a virtuous mind. 


Sickneſs and time may change, indeed, 
BRELOVED MAI D! that youthſul face; 
Zut, only in that face to read, 
Unchang' d, the ſoul's maturer grace . 


| pas 26th, 1797. r. COURTIER, 
SONNET. 
WRITTEN AT NIGHT IN THE COUNTRY. 


T OW, clouds the ſky, and fteal the ſileut hours 
Lone at my caſement do I ft, and hear 
The fruit trees ruſfling to the falling ſhowers, 
Like heavieſt fighs commix'd with many a tear. 
Sad are my thoughts, and heavy is my heart 
Alas! remov'd from all I hold moſt dear, 
With ficken*d ſoul at ev'ry guſt I ſtart, 
Which ftrews the leafy glories of the year. 
O, happy home ! tho? on thy ſimple board 
No coſtly viands glow in burniſh'd gold, 
Tho' no gay hirelings do thy walls afford, 
Yet, ah! for me, all joy thoſe walls enfold; 
For round thy cheerful Bre ſuch beings meet, 
As make each paſing hour, as heav'nly moments ſweet. 
ANNA MARIA PORTER. 


H, yes! I thought Louis true, 

I thought her ſpirit pure; 
thought that form enſhrin'd a ſoul, ee * 
That vice could ne'er allure, let it 
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I thought if chaſtity were chaſte, 
Her heart could never err; wy 
But, ah! I find, alas! too late, ' 
Ev'n ſhame could not deter, 


Could not reſtrain the lawleſs flame 
That rag'd within her breaft, 

But it is o'er, and Damon's love 
In ſilent peace ſhalt reſt. 


Yet ſhall the veil of pity ſhade 
The crime that virtue mourns ; 
The penſive tear bathe ſorrow's urn, 
Till virtue's ſenſe returns. 

1. HARRAL, 
October 4, 1797. | 


THE SUICIDE's SOLILOQUY. 
BY MR. R. DAVENPORT x. 


OON will the blooming ſpring advance, 
With roſy garlands crown'd, 
While in her train the zephyrs dance, 
And ſcatter fragrance round. 


Soon from every budding ſpray 
Will the choriſters of air, | : 
Greeting ſweet the riſing day, | 
Warble wild devoid of care. 


Spreading round its rich perfume, 
Soon will every opening flower, | N 

Ting'd with nature's brighteſt bloom, 
Riſe with renovated power. 


Adown in every | pare” vale, 

Soon will the herd's artleſs ſongs 
Melodious float upon the gale | 

While echo, pleas'd, m note prolongs. 


* While the Author ſyppoſes the ſituation of the Suicide, | | 
let it by no means be imagined thar the ſentiments are 1 
9w/77, 4 -/ 
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Once, alas ! I too could fing, 

Could bid the tuneful numbers flow 
But, ſilent, now, th' extatic firing, 

Or only breathes the tale of woe. 


The mirthful muſe can never dwell 
Where penſive melancholy ſways, 

Where, oft, tumultuous paſſions ſwell ; 
Where ſlow-conſuming ſorrow preys ; 


Where not one gleam of hope appears, 
To light with tranſient ray the gloom ; 
No charm to diſhpate my fears; 
No refuge but—the filent tomb. 


Returning ſpring, in verdure 1 
Again may animate the plains, 

But in my ſad, my aching breaſt, 
Eternal winter cheerleſs reigns. 


Though nature ſpreads her choiceſt ſtore, 


I rove, dejected and forlorn ; 
And oft oblivion's, aid implore, 
To ſhield me from inſylting ſcorn, 


Still painful memory pourtrays 
Paſt ſcenes of gay delight to view, 
And fondly lingers o'er the days 


That, wing'd by pleaſure, ſmiling flew. 


Phantoms of bliſs ! your ſplendour fades ; 
No more your bright illuſions pleaſe ; 

Deſpair my vanquiſh'd heart invades, 
And furies wild, its empire ſeize. _ 


What power compels unhappy man 


Still to exiſt, when peace is fled ; 
To linger out life's ſorrowing ſpan, 
When een deluſive hope is dead? 


Tell me, ye ſages? tell me why A 


Muſt 111 the wretch oppreſt with grief, 


In ſilence vent th” heart-rending figh, . 
Nor dare to (match the wiſh'd relief? 
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In vain ye cry, . With patience ſtay 
Th' appointed hour, by heav'n decreed; 
Nor raſhly dare to diſobey, | 
For hotteſt vengeance waits the deed! ? 


'Tis falſe. The God whoſe voice can call 
New worlds, new ſyſtems into light; 

Nor frowns to ſee a mortal fall ; PS 
Nor blames from earth his haſty flight, 


Avaunt! ye dull, ye ſenſeleſs fools, 
Whom pedantry and folly guides! 
Fly to your philoſophic ſchools, 

Where ſullen apathy preſides, 


But, hark! that ſound ! tis Suicide's voice, 
That, whisp'ring pleaſure to my ear, 
Says, Child of ſadneſs now rejoice, 
« Ceaſe to drop the bitter tear, 


« Haſten to my friendly arms, 
L call thee to eternal reſt ; 
Here may'ſt thou bide, where no alarms, 
No anguiſh more ſhall rend thy breaſt. 


« My lenient hand ſhall heal thy woes, 
Shall cloſe the wounds that miſery gave, 

« Shall kindly ſoothe thee to repoſe ; _ 

Sweet are the ſlumbers of the grave! 


* Accept my aid, nor pauſing ſtand ; 
“Soon will the parting pang be o'er; 

« Already wait the ſhadowy band, 
To hail thee to their happy ſhore !”? 


Bleſt power I come. I (ee the throng 
Of thoſe who nobly dar'd be free, 
In ſolemn ſilence glide along, 
And beckon with a ſmile for me ! 


Shades of the brave—who ſpurn'd at fate, 
Who ſcorn'd to wear life's galling chain: 
I fly from fortune's ruthleſs hate, 
To mingle with your Er train | 
| N 177 
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WRITTEN - avi EAVide SEEN A LOVELY, Pou 


” BUT MISERABLE GIRL. — 

\LIGHT was her form, and graceful; as ſhe paſ'd, L The 
My eye fell on her, and with quick ſurprize TOE Hat 
Recoil'd, for the fur garments which ſhe, wore. , | Hat 
Blew torn on the cold wind, and ſcarcely cloth'd Stro 
The beauties they ſo ſullied. O'er her neck | | Caf 
(Sicklied with primroſe tin * her jefty we” i! © | The 
Fell rich, but rudely, while urnful « eyes | Unt 
Beam'd thro? a watry luſtre. 8 57 25 for d 5 Tho 
In nature's kindlineſs; and tho? the rofe To | 
No longer melted in her cheek, nor ſhone. | Tha 
With deepen'd brilliance on her lip, yet ſtill a OY Sha 
Ten thouſand graces deck'd her, and Iookꝰ' d forth Wh 
At every feature—thro? her rays there. ſhone | Or | 


The wreck of better days—alas ! ſaid I, 
(While my tears fell, and my looks follow'd ber) 
Poor lovelineſs! theſe charms which now attract 
Paſling attention, once, perchance, | ave grac'd 
| The ſocial hearth, and o'er domeſtic joys 
Caſt a pure ſplendour,  Haply, o'er thy face 


— 


Some aged fire hath hung, and weakly. deem'd 0 
That heaven had given thee beauty to be g a 
And ſome fond, timid lover, thrilling ſhrunk - '. Wi 
From thine eye's virtuous. radiance, thinking fil, 1 12 
Himſelf too poor to be that virtue's mec d. „ 
That beauty thus hath ſunk thee, 1 thus hath div” n Whe 
Peace, health, and innocence aw and left F 
The temple of thy God, = ue fair, Coo 
To be a brothel houſe for want and victe. i R 
Even while my tears drop o'er the expreſſive pain Fron 
Which thy ſoft eyes are ſhooting, my chill'd hears 80 


Shrinks from the wanton ſtep, the aſking mien. 
O, would to God! that thou wert once again 
Such as thou wert, while yet a ſpotleſs child 1 
Tho! it ſhould be thy fate to beg thy bread, _ 
And ſteep that hard carn'd hit in bitter tears 

Tho” a poor wretched outcaſt, thou Bouldlt & ſtill 
GS all day, and then at night repoſe. 
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Cold, on ſome lonely common: tho” no tongue 
Should ever on thine ear, or aching heart, 
Pour the warm tide of pity—ſtill, O! till, 
It would be better far to wander thus, 
Than to remain the ſlave of ſelfiſh vice, 
The victim of the paſſions. Ah! thy reign 
Hath been but brief; thy wondrous beauty's power 
Hath failed perchance, becauſe thy heart retain'd 
Strong memory of its virtue, and too oft 
| Cait clouds o'er thy ſpent ſpirits, and denied 
The power to deck with mirth the riot ſcene. 
Unhappy girl! a female eye ſhall ſhed _ | 
Thoſe tears for thee, which ought, in drops of blood, 
To fall from thy ſeducer.—Shame, O, world! 
That man, thus privileged to ruin ſouls, | 
+ WH Shall rove about undaunted; while the wretch 
Whom he hath made, muſt either die unſeen, 
Or plunge in deeper guilt, and fall for ever. 


ANNA MARIA PORTER». © 


I IIne——o : 


TWILIGHT. 


APPY in thy peaceful hour, 
- Twilight, lo! I mark my way, 
When, forſaking vi'let bow'r, 
Fiction- painted elfins ſtray; 


When the ſoft aſcending dews, 
From the river's oozy bed, 
Coolneſs, fragrance round diffuſe; 
Rural wealth, and plenty ſpread. "I 
From the fiery-tinged caſt, | | 
Solemn riſing, fee—the moon! | 
Low I bow, her idol You 
And praiſe ſerene the pearly boon, 


With theſe dim diſcover'd hills, 
Spreading farther than the fight ; 

With theſe ſweetly tinkling rills, 
Stilly harmonizing night ; ; 
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With the filent woodland-grey, 
Fading in a depth of ſhage;; 

Beautied with the gift of May, 
And by gentleſt zephyrs play'd 


Now the clouds, in fleecy __. 
Paſs along the azure ſky, _ 

Scarcely veiling from my ſight, 
Sweetly beaming Heſper' s eye. 


Hiſt! what low mellodious ſound, 
Iſſues from yon tangling brake? 

| Now breathes, gentle peace around f 

Birds to reft yourſelves betake : 


Break not thro? the ſoft repoſe, 
Of this tranquil, filent ſcene ; | 

Cooling paſſions, ſoothing woes, 
Meditative and ſerene. | 


Keſt till filver-footed, hours, 
Bring on day, and bring on pain; 

Then with muſic wake your bow'rs, ©? 
Cheer the labours of the „ 4 


I, enraptur'd with this hour, — 
Twilight | love thy ſober mein; 
Baniſh mirth, to own thy pow'r,'. © 
And woo the heart-ſubduing Gene. | Gt” | 
Temple, 3 | BECKETT, 


 SONNE? 8 


10 MISS. H * 4 4. 


EL Ov ED girl! doſt thou, too, on the tie, 
The ſocial tie of ſympathy”s ſoft pow'r? 
or I have heard that kindred ſpirits fly, 

And interchange ſuch vos of pur loye - 
Unknown to groſſer ſouls— Vet, ah! the hour 
By fairy fancy form'd, and ſtill e enwove | 5 
With rapture's lovelieſt ſcenes flies from the round 
Of fleeting time. — O, would it ſtay ! o ble 

With thee, my gentle love, my foul mould reſt 
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On pleaſure's ſofteſt pillow.— My warm heart, 
Thrilling with bliſs ſupreme, ſhould oft imp =. 
Its grateful ſenſe, and ſoothe, with ten@teſt ſound, 
Thy ſoul to love. Sweet maid! a thought ſo dear, 
Revives paſt hope, and checks the falling tear,” 
October 6, 1797s 3 T. HAR RAIL. 
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FOUR SONNETS. 
BY WOODVILLE, 
TO MISS ANNA MARIA PORTER. 
I have ſeen, mid fancy's gayer hues, 

Some ſweet ſeceſſion from the wrongs of time; 

And I have form'd, what friendſhip yet'purſues! * 

Some little nook, in this our parent clime, 

Where peace might dwell, ayd fond affection chooſe - 
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Her partial band of ſpirits dear as n 
Forgive the ſelfiſh deed thus have I thought. | 
And plann'd ſuch varied hours, where ſimple rhyme | 
Should, as we love it, with its pleaſing chime, 
Give, now and then, a charm to buſier ſcenes. 
Theſe were my views, till rude experience taught 
Diſtruſt of hope; though hope ſtill intervenes. 
But 'tis a hope, whoſe full enchantment leans 
ä On heay'nly truth ; and boaſts a birth divine. 
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SURE 'twas ſcme angel, wrapt in human veil, 
Whoſe ſounds, benignant caught my raviſh'ꝗ ear! 
How dwelt her tongue on friendſhip's ſoothing tale! 
For friendſhip loſt, flow'd not her fainted tear? 


Ves; it did flow, as many a lovely fear, 
| Leſt thoughts unjuſt, and ſlander's ceaſeleſs rail, 
Had borne paſt loves to Hatrecꝰs timeteſs bier; 
Roſe i romemarane « Akt! how much ſhould fail, 
Ere hearts eſtrange to thoſe they once held near!“ 
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»Twas thus, Marid ſpoke.  Methought that blame, 
And blame half merited, came in that ſpeech; 


A ſpeech, delightful elſe ! But, it ſhall teach 
This wayward heart a leſs inconſtant flame 


—— — 
2 j 
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TO MIRANDA. 


Ap, when Miranda, each deluſion paſt, 
As life's gay ſun ſhall ſet in even-tide, 
Expects her friend will time's repeated blaſt 
reſent that friend, unalter'd, at her ſide? 
Shall no dark ſtorm the coming day o'ercaſt ; 
And he, protected by th' Unerring Guide, 
Be found unhurt, unchanging to the laſt? 
May not his feeble virtues half-decreed, 
His gt1own infirmities, and pedant-pride, 3 
Have loſt her better thoughts? Yet, come they not. 
There are too many things that would divide, 
And can, our firmeſt hopes! I know not what, 
But ſomething whiſpers, that, to earth allied, 
I ſoon may claim than life a narrower ſpot. 


— — 
TO THE SAME. 


Tra1NnK not I ſlight then, ever-beauteous fair! 

Thy kind intent; or that, inſenſate grown 

To what once charm' d, I deem that charm as air. 
Full many a wan'd moon paſt, and I have known 
Miranda's worth, and known it ſtill the ſame ! 


1 


And peerleſs on, through 3 lengthen'd age, 


If years are her's, ſhall live her changeleſs fame: > ( 


Untouch'd by vice, and all the tyrant rage, 
Which plotting baſeneſs ſilvers for the hea | 
Of unſuſpicious truth. And ſeems it nought, 

To meet ſuch favour from fo pure a breaſt ? 
It is a prize-which wealth had never bought! 
Such I do hold it—and death's noteleſs bed, 
Then erſt, Jeſs grateful. But I ſigh for ref, 


/ 


| SN ROY MEDITATIONS, 
—TIME moves on! | 
Al Already ſummer with a liberal hand 

Flings to the gale her treſſes roſe-entwin'd, 
And gives the breeze, cool as the tears of chaſtity : 
'Tis now the. hour when meditation walks, 

And conſcience lifts his ſtil}, but awful voice— 
The moon ſhines on me, and the cloſing flow'rs 
More balmy than in noon-day, ſpend their fouls, 
Their ſpicy ſouls, in prayer to kim above. , 
Can I gaze on earth, on ſky, thus lovely, 
And with thoughts vacant or vain, move t ? 
No, ye ſtars! 
Ye ſilent myriad, that with ſteady light 

Burn in the vaſt cerulean | ye bleſt worlds! 
(For all are bleſt that own the care of God)] _ 
Ye peopled planets! and ye countleſs ſuns— 
And thou, O moon ! whoſe mild unſhaded eye 
Seems fearching to my heart] feel there is 

But one great, good Eternal! Lo! my foul + 
Sublimely thrilling, as my ardent lips 
Breathe out his name, atteſts that he alone 

Woke it to heing, and diſpenſes now 

The ſorrow, that with heavy weight a'erhangs 

My ſadden'd heart: — Father! I feel thy hand, 
Thy chaſtening hand laid on me, but I bow 
Myſelf before thee, humbled; and convinced, 
That thou cantt only tell what i is not good, 

I op the figh. O teach me to controul - 

The weak, weak tear, to drown all earthly pains 
In the pure bliſs of paradiſe. O come ! 

Ye heavenly viſions, for whoſe fight my ſoul | 
Thirſts greedily. O come! and lead each thought 
To views of future joy. Hail! facred ſcenes! 

I ſee the deathleſs ſeats, the beaming thrones, 
Where all the juſt that were, that are, or ſhall 

In future ages bleſs their Maker's love, 

Shall, when time is no more, receive their meed. 
0, Veel hour + ! 8 to their M 


OL 


4 


PARNASSIAN GARLAND, - 121 


— 
* . Þ -— - 
. 1 
* 
% 
7 8 
— E ˙ ˙. ̃ mͤ¹.ln. oi ² r FF ˙ͤ⁵ͤ sto ANA — — it ee —— 


—— 


j 


— 
— — 
— —ͤ—ũ—jͤʒ ũ t.ꝑ > ͤ — — 
— — 


— _— 


— 


— 


—— —-— —— 


—— 
* 


— — 


—— 2 
3 


— —-— 


. 4 
- = 
— — 
— — 
— * . - = 
. — * 
— 2 — — © 
5 


— IEEE. — 1 _ — — 


1 4 
N 


— 
— 


— 


— 


120 THE MONTHLY VISITOR. . 
»Twas thus, Maria ſpoke. Methought that blame, 
And blame half merited, came in that ſpeech; 


A ſpeech, delightful elſe ! But, it ſhall teach 
This wayward heart a leſs inconſtant flame 


» 


— — 


To MIRANDA. 


AND, when Miranda, each deluſion paſt, 

As life's gay ſun ſhall ſet in even-tide, 
Expects her friend will time's repeated blaſt 

reſent that friend, unalter*d, at her fide ? 

Shall no dark ſtorm the coming day o' ercaſt; 

And he, protected by th' Unerring Guide, 
Be found unhurt, unchanging to the laſt ? 

May not his feeble virtues half-decreed, 

His grown infirmities, and pedant-pride, 
Have loſt her better thoughts? Yet, come they not. 

There are too many things that would divide, 
And can, our firmeſt hopes! I know not what, 

But ſomething whiſpers, that, to earth allied, 
I ſoon may claim than life a narrower ſpot. 


— 
10 THE SAME. - 


Tuixk not I Qight then, ever-beauteous fair! 
Thy kind intent; or that, inſenſate grown 
To what once charm'd, I deem that charm as air. 
Full many a wan'd moon paſt, and I have known 
Miranda's worth, and known it till the ſame ! 
And peerleſs on, through virtug's lengthen'd age, 
If years are ber's, ſhall live her changeleſs fame: 
Untouch'd by vice, and all the tyrant rage, 
Which plotting baſeneſs ſilvers for the hea 
Of unſuſpicious truth. And ſeems it nought, 
Jo meet ſuch favour from ſo pure a breaſt ? 15 
It is a prize which wealth had never bought! 
Such I do hold it—and death's noteleſs bed, 
Then erſt, Jeſs grateful, But I ſigh for reſl. 
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 EFENING MEDITATIONS, ' 
jon IME moves on! 
Already ſummer with a liberal hand | 
Flings to the gale her treſſes roſe-entwin'd, 
And gives the breeze, cool as the tears of chaſtity: 
'Tis now the hour when meditation walks, g 
And conſcience lifts his ſtill, but awful voice 
The moon ſhines on me, and the cloſing flow'rs 
More balmy than in noon-day, ſpend their ſouls, 
Their ſpicy ſouls, in prayer to kim above. , 
Can I gaze on earth, on ſky, thus lovely, 
And with thoughts vacant or vain, move onward ? 
No, ye ſtars! WI 5 
Ye ſilent myriad, that with ſteady light 
Burn in the vaſt cerulean | ye bleſt worlds! 
(For all are bleſt that own the care of God) / 
Ye peopled planets ! and ye countleſs ſuns !|— 
And thou, O moon ! whoſe mild unſhaded eye 
deems fearching to my heart feel there is 
But one great, good Eternal! Lo! my foul = 
Sublimely thrilling, as my ardent lips 
Breathe out his name, atteſts that he alone 
Woke it to being, and diſpenſes noc 
The ſorrow, that with heavy weight q erhangs 
My ſadden'd heart: — Father! I feel thy hand, 
Thy chaſtening hand laid on me, but I bow 
Myſelf before thee, humbled; and convinced, 
That 2hou cantt only tell what is not good, 
I top the figh. O teach me to controul 

be weak, weak tear, to drown all earthly pains 

„In the pure bliſs of paradiſe. O come! 

1 le heavenly viſions, for whoſe fight my ſoul “! 
Thirſts greedily. O come! and lead each thought 
To views of future joy. Hail! facred ſcenes ! 
| ſee the deathleſs fats, the beaming thrones, - 


1 


Where all the juſt that were, that are, or ſhall 

In future ages bleſs their Maker's love, 

Shall, when time is no more, receive their meed, 

0, happy hour ! already to their harps | 
Vol. J. | „ 
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I hear their voices n and with peals 

Of praiſe ſublime, lauding the living God! 

And now to ſofter melody attun'd, | 

Some favor'd ſaint, his ſingle lyre and "MAY 
Warbleth, and in ſuch ftrains that fteal the tears 
From beavenly eyes, ſings of our Saviour's love 
O!] to ſounds like theſe, thus ſweet, thus awſul, 
Thus enchaining thought, no man e-er liſten'd ; 

For they ſpeak the death, the ſuffering moments 3% 
Of the Lord of Life—Chriſt upon the croſs, 
Expiring for our ſins, and their remiſſion; - 
Chriſt ! our God, our Saviour, our Redeemer! 

O! blett names! wakeners of piety, _ 

Of faith and hope; Saviour! Lord! by which 

Shall I addreſs thee ?' wandering here, 

Alone, but thoughtful, for thy mercies great; 
Heart-ftruck, I kneel before thee, and implore 

Such grace as may, thro? life's uncertain road, 

Direct my feet aright; ſo ſhall I die 

Firm in the N 4 ere thee and G 


* P E ANN. 


LINES To 4 FRIEND, 


WHOSE VERSES ARE ALWAYS MELANCHOLY, 


* 


HY mourns thy muſe, i in ſtrains unknown to joy? 


Why always brooding o'er ſome ſecret grief? 
-Thy ardent mind its texture may deſtroy, 
And ſhrowding madneſs be thy laſt relief. 


Hath life no charms to ſoothe thy ficken'd fight ? 
The world no gay attire to court thy view? 

What if the preſent proſpect be not bright, - 
Others endure the clouds that ſhadow you. 


Hath friendſhip lur'd thee; with inſidious guiſe ? 

. _ © Profeſs'd a flame, reciprocal and ſtrong ? 
The phantom fading, ſhould it thee ſurpriſe, 

For who retains the wav'ring flatt'rer long? 


8 
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Hath love attun'd thy ſtrains to > mourpful, fx? , 
Of wrongs, and flights, and pride, no more complain; 
Select ſome modeſt maiden from the throng, 
And treat the zriflers with a juſt diſdain. 


I too, could tell of abſent love, of woe; 
Could weep with thee, thro' ev'ry plaintive line; q 
But reaſon bids me ſtem the torrent · flow | 
Of wild reflection, and of ſad repine. 


Then, like a trav'ler, take what life ſupplies. — 
Some cooling ſprings, ſome fruits may freſh the way, 
Which, rude and rugged, leads to kinder ſkies, 
Where home ſhall ſmile in everlaſting day. 
* x 85 O. W. | 
AN ELEGY 


On the Deceaſe of a young Lady, addreſſed t to her Mother. 


HAT, though the ſun's exhilarating beams, 
O'er boundleſs nature pour effulgence round; 
What though with roſied flowers each garden teems, 
And vernal warblings from. the groves reſound; 


On thee, fond mother, clos'd in ſorrow's ſhade, 
No pleaſure lightens with benignant eyes, 

While on that couch of languiſhment is laid 
Thine eyes? delight —made mortal for the ſkies, 


There, green in years, to varied pains a prey, ; 
Ere yet her fancy drew the trait of ill; 3 

Ere yet her charms full blooming, ſpread to day, 
She bows obſequious to th' Almighty will! 1 


Tas yours, with fond felicity to view 
The opening beauties of her infant mind; 
'Twas yours, to give her tender ſoul the clue, 
That leads to pleaſures of the nobleſt kind. 


But, ah 1 her vivid glaw of health is fled; 
Her morning ſkies are clad with deepeſt woe; 
Once towering high—ſhe now declines her head, 
Like the reft tree.g'ercharg'd with. driving ſnow, 
: E | 9  - 
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Her ſparkling eyes are now bedim'd by pain; 

Faint is the cadence of her ſilver ſpeeen; 

Continued throes her gracile ſyſtemiſtrain, 
And pity's cordial ftrings, impiercing, reach. 


Her nerves relax'd, her priſtine vigour gone, 

A ſhadow of a ſhade ſhe glides away! 
Her pomp of graces, whither is it flown? 

Ah, where the muſic of her modeſt lay 


Thy looks maternal, thy inceſſant fighs 
 _ Thine ardent prayers, alas —are all in vain: 
Terrific death diſſolves all human ties, 4 
Inly he Jaughs, exulting at our pain. 


With throbs of love thy beating heart ſhall heave, 
And mourn her form, irrevocably gone; 
Congenial boſoms at thy tale ſhall grieve, 
And in the ſofteſt ſtrains thy ſtate bemoan. 


Long ſhall ſhe live in thy creative eye, 15 
Fair as the painted children of the ſpring; 
Long ſhalt thou hear her laſt ejected fig, 
Wafted by rA N cx's undulating wing. 


Warm' d by a love that mothers only ſhare, 
Which nature, planted in the human breaft, 3 
Long ſhall thy mind renew its wonted care, 

At morn's ſweet prime, or eve*s deſcenging reſt. | 
; Sweet, lovely babe! (the mother oft ſhall ſay) 
How have I claſp'd thee in my yielding arms 
How often eyed thee in thy childiſh play Op 


On velvet meads, where wanton ſummer charms ? 


Oft have I lull'd thy wearied powers aſleep, - | .. 

Ga d on thy features with enraptur'd eyes! 
And muſt I ox for thee unceaſing weep ?— 

Muſt haggard grief thy mother's loye chaſtiſe? 


Say ! has the grave for ever clos'd my view 


From thee, expreſſive ſemblance of thy fire | | 45 


Strong o'er thy form life's gather d tempeſts ble w, 
And quench'd the luſtre of thy 1ifing fire. 


By 
Bu 
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Yes ! looſe-zon'd ſpring, that tints the hawthorn buſh, 
Decks with indulgent hand th' extended mead, 

No more thy cheeks with crimſon hue ſhall fluſh, 

Or view thy form where chryſtal waters 1 rb ö 


Imagination, ever fond and vain, 
The ſource of joy, the foũnt of bitter woe, 

Had rank'd thy form in pleaſure's blue-ey'd train, 
Had crown'd with love thy ſmooth infantine brow. 


But thou ait faded — Once, endearing child! | 
No more ſhalt hou impart the dulcet kiss! „55 

But huſh complaint ſtern Providence is mild: 
For virtye's children lo! „ the cron of bliſs.“ 


ST. Joun, 


-- 


RECENT THOUGHTS. © 
ND as I view the grateful blaze of joy, 
And hear the ſhout victorious . tell me, why 
Should not my loyal heart participate ? 
And as I ſee the laurel wreath of fame, 
And titled wealth, bleſs DUNCav's'welcome —_— | 
Proud of my country” 8 valour, gi gr w elate? _ 
Ah! while my heart would praiſe ne battle won, 
And grow, how proud, recounting what is done, 
Unſleeping pity, heedful of qiſtreſs, | . 
Sees the mute widow look her tale of woe; 
Loft to that joy ſhe muſt not hope to know ! 
Here dwells my muſing heart: and'I covu'd bleſs 
The hour ſhe was not thus. The fancy eyes 
The ſhiver'd limb—and corſe that mangled lies. 
Brave ſeamen, loſt ! for whom no trophies riſe! 
Doom'd to oblivion and the reftleſs wave => -- 
Save what the tranfient voice of joy MAY POE, | 


And fighing piey build ppan your grain. 8 
Temple. * „ 


SONNET TO ELIZA. 

| H! I have liſten'd to the midnight wind! 

Have heard it roar, have heard the beating rain 
Fall, in rude torrents, on my humble roof: 
And, I have heard what, to the feeling mind 
Pierces far deeper than the body's pain, — 

The taunt of friends. But the free ſpirit ſpurns 

Each ſlaviſh act. Well !—let them keep aloof; | 
A ſenfe of conſcious virtue cheers my heart, e 


—— 


3 Which, unappal'd, can view the rougheſt turns 


Of fate,—Oh ! my ELI Z A, to impart | | 
What now I feel, exceeds the ſtretch of ſenſe : | 
Proudly exulting in the thought, that hence, | 
Far from this world of woe, with thee to ſtray, 
Life's evening, mild, may ſoothe the ſorrows of its day. 


November 17, . Te 1 
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OVELY maid, of brow ſerene, OT gs? 
| Sweet of accent, mild of mien, 
Lightly ſtepping o'er the lawn, 
Riſing with the early dawn; 
Whence thoſe looks diyinely 4 
Whence that placid, gentle Ait?) 
| Thoſe eyes that beam a lucid ray, 
In which the loves and graces play? 

Art thou of this nether ſphere ? 
Can thy footſteps loiter here ?- 
Art thou not of heavenly mould ? 
May thy reſidence be told? 
Mine origin divine coufeſt ; 
4 And yet below content to reſt, - 2 
With mortals who defire to ſhare 
« The bleſſings of my foſt'ring care. 
of From various ills which here deſtroy 
Pp The op'ning buds of promis'd joy, 
F 4 My ſoothing power ſhall ſhelter * | 
& From the dire ſtorms of home-bred ſtrife. 
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* 6 Domnorto HAPPINESS 5 my name, 

© This Eden found, and thence I came: 

« In man to calm, when, —_— | 

« His drooping ſpirit pants for reſt ; 3 9 
„The balm of ſympathy to give, | uy = 
And bid his fainting hopes revive. Fences; 

« Ye, who native pleaſures prize, 
Come with me from life's diſguiſe; - | WY, 
“Leave th' illuſive maſquerade, - 15 14 
For the happy, rural ſhade,” 5 
&« True, no exotics lure the taſte. . 
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But pleaſant, wholeſome fruits that laſt, 
“ Uninjur'd by the ſtormy blaſt— 
« A conſtant feaſt, becauſe enjoy'd : ik 
« By temp'rate appetite, uncloy'd. pb ny - 3 
« Aﬀection reigns in beams reſplendent ; | 2.) 
„ Complacence meek, her ſweet attendant, | 4 

« Leads on the courteſies that ſtrive, | | 
« By various charities, to give 
© The faireſt and ſincereſt joy, 
© The moſt unmixt with baſe alloy. 
© Delights unting'd by folly's dye, | 
“Which for deluded man prepares the figh; TP OR. 

Perhaps the tear—when, fading, from the view," , , -, 
« Perfidious fancy, haſtening from the ſhew,, - | |; | © 
“Leaves diſappointment, regent, to prefide; } i 
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« And new- born care, to v allied, | 
“ Thro? this drear waſte his hap r. to guide,” 
October 10, 79%: 285 2 JULIA. \ Wh. 
% A NIGHT STORM. e e 
ET this rough fragment lend its moſſy ſeat, 2 
Let contemplation hail this lone retreat ; . 
Come, meek-ey'd goddeſs, through the midnight glbom, ' | 
Born of the ſilent awe which robes the tomb, | 13 - 
This gothic front, this antiquated pile, 4 815 85 
The bleak wind ſeowling through each mazy aiſle ; | 
Its high grey towers, faint peeping through the made, 
Shall hail thy preſence, conſecrated maid! _ 
„ beneath ſome vaulted'abbey”s 75 
re ey * deute, ſounds | in pn mb; 5 go 
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Where reden from the marble ſtone 

Gives ev'ry ſound a pilgrim ſpirit's groan, 
Penſiye, thou readeſt by the moon's full glare, 
"The ſculptur'd children of affection's tear; 
Or, in the lone church-yard thou ſitt'ſt to weep 
O'er ſome ſad wreck, beneath the heap; 
Perchance ſome victim to ſeduction's ſpell! 
Who yielded, wepr, and then neglected fell. 

But hither come, on yon ſwol'n arch to gaze, 7 
And view the vivid flaſh, eruptive blaze; 8 
Light thoſe high walls with tranſitory gleam, | 
Illume the air, and ſparkle in the ftream. - 

Ah! look where yonder tempeſt- haken cloud, 
- Awful and black as the chaofhan ſhroud, 


Breaks, like the waves which laſh the landy ſhore, Bu 
And ſpeaks its miſſion in a feeble roar: — | Tri 
Thus meditation hears “ Afpiring height | She 
Oft old, the ſplendid manſions of the great; 1 But 


Nu, fate (tremendous) lours upon the bla, 

c And waits to write on thy remains, tis paſt — 
© Oft hath the geni of the hoary blade, 

« Arourd thy walls his helt-born demons led; 

< Yet haſt thou triumph*d o'er the monſter's car, 
“ And brav'd the ills of peſtilential war: 

« Oft haſt thou ſeen the *circling ſeaſons roll 

ec In fond ſucceſſion, round thy native pole: 
4e. Defy*d the hoary matrom of dhe ring, 


And ſeen her ficken in the lap of fpring :— T 
«© But ah-!-no more thy time-clad head ſhall riſe.  - ] The 
Jo dare the tempeſt, whilſt it ſhakes the Gs; . 0 
% Nor one ſmall wreck invade the fair concave, A th 
a — ſhoot above its erumbling baſis, 5 A 
«© When riſing zephyr from thy ruin brings 1. . , 
« A world of? N its 5 Oey” Ss 55 = 
Din, horrible; as though the rebel train ee Whe 
Had ſprung from chags, fought, and fall'n again, | En 
Raves the high bolt; how yan old ſtructure fell; | | 
How every ctauny trembled with the yell Soft 
Of frighted gwls, whole ſceret haunts. forlorn, . % WI 
Were from their kindted vaults and n Forty, The } 


Of bold antiquity's raugh pent il horn. 
Thrice fancy leads the 1855 echo round, . 1 
And on the pectre, gliding o'er the pond; ; 


* 
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From ev'ry turret; ev'ry vanquiſh'd tower, | ROSH. | 
In heaps confus'd, the broken fragments pour; | f 
And as they plunge toward the pebbly grass a. 1 


Like wizard's wand, draw circles in the wave. 
Meand'ring ſtream! thy liquid jaws, extend, 
Anoint with Lethe, now thy fallen friend. 
Again the heralds of the thunder fly, . 

In forky {quadrons, from the tremb'ling ſky ; 
Again the thunder its harſh menace ſwells, _ 
And light-wing' d echoes hail the humbled cells. 
Weep, weep, ye clouds | with heav'n-beſpangled tears; 
And ah li if pity rules your ſacred ſpheres, 
Invoke the thunder to withſtay its rage; 

Diſarm its fury, and its wrath aſſuage : 8, 

But now Aurora, from the ocean's verge, 

Trims her grey lamp, to light the mournful dirge ; ; 
She comes, to light the ruinated heap, 


But lights, to wake the penfive ſoul to weep. 
neh, AGED 13. 


- Bu 
NIGHT: 


) EHIND you, yerdant hills the ſun declines, 
nd hides his glories in the weſtern main: 
And now the filvery ray of Cynthia ——_ ˙ 
To guide the wearied peaſant o'er the plain. POISON 9 


The lark's blythe notes, as ſhe aſcends on high, | 
On the charm'd ear no longer now reſound; _ + - 4 
A thouſand glittering ſtars adorn the ſky ; | 
And a deep ſilence reigns o'er all d. 


The hoary ſhepherd drives his fleecy ſheep | + 9 E 
E e. the ruins of yon A tower 3 | IE 
here, with their guardian, undiſturb'd t leep, "ys + 18 
Encircled by the Tcodbine 's ſylvan flower. 102 „ 
Soft echo mocks the diſtant convent bell, OY g 
Which chimes with ſolemn notes the midnight hour; 3 
The hollow caves the dying ſounds expel, : 
_ filence once again * her Ons + Bhs 
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The murm” Yring ſtreamlet rolls its limpid tide, 


And ſees in life's deh 
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And gently winds along the flowery dale, 
And ſtealing mid the verdant turf with pride, 
Waters the bloſſoms which perfume the vale. 


O! I could watch the moon's expiring ray, 
While buſh'd in ſlumber buſy mortals lie, 


Till the ſhrill Tock ſhould hail th' approach of day, 


And morn, with roſy 1 ope the ſky. | 
MN Oh £ COGNPSCE. 


. 


18 


| 3 
4 STRENG TH WI THIN. 


NTREPID virtue dauntleſs ſmiles, <1 
Tho? compaſs d round by worldly tolls, 
With heav'nly piercing eye; | 


| Whether in fortune's paths. of 


Or dives in ſcenes whete ſorrow rede, 
Her veil of ebon dye. | 


She, ſmiling power, looks. all. 8 
When dark afflictions intervene 
To hide hope's cheerful light; 
Her eye pervades mis fortune le, 
ve form. - a = 


A Providence Hr. 


Wich pliant knee, ſhe owns 115 
That whirls the ſun, appoints the ſhower, 
In countleſs drops to fall; 


_ God's voice in deep diſtreſs _— 
Nor can an hoſtile 2 2 fears N 


Her fortitude appal. * 
Not the fell chains which m forge, 


+1, The li&or's rod, the furrowing ſcourge, 


Can cruſh her yig'rous power; | | ff 
Superior to the ſhocks of time, | EIS) | 
She ſprings aloft, and Gn bln. 
| An amaranthine flower. 


© 


/ 


There ber ſmall pinnace batter d dar, e oth 41 
Shall anchor on that placid ſhorey ace 20 ; 
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Where billows never boom; 
Secur'd in harbour there ſhe Il reſt, 
Where pirate-evils ne er moleſt, | | 
But joys for ever bloom. 9 ir | * 
f | ST. JOHN, 1 


' ODE TO SUPERSTITION. 


READ tyrant of the ſlaviſh ſoul, 
Round whom cimmerian ſhadows roll, 
And wrap in gluom the drear N e | 
I ſee thine iron car advance 
Dim, through the cloudy veil, appears 
An horrent form, whoſe eye-balls glare 
With livid flames, unquench'd by pity's tears': 
O! by thine aſpect ſtern, thy ſullen air, | 
The flowing terrors of thy ſable hair; 
Thou ſuperſtition art confeſs'd, _ 
In awful traits thy fear wrought * expreſs'd. 


Attendant at thy fide, is ſeen. | 
A fell inchantreſs, monfier-broolling ſpleen ; 
Who waving flow her ebon wand, | 

From Tart'rus, calls a phantom band 
Of gorgon forms, —“ chimera's dire; 9 
Cloth'd in ſulphureous fire, they riſe, \ 
And to fulfil thy dreadful ire, | : : | „ 
Infuriate each, round ſhudd ring fancy flies; EE res 4:4 
Who ſeeks, unhappy nymph, in vain, - b 3 
To ' ſcape the tortures of the hell- born train, 
And rends the air with madd ning ſhrie ks and cnes, 


Where bloom fair Tempe's favor d bow'rs, 
, Or Latian plains their charms diſcloſe, EE: 
Once, rapture-fraught, the light-wing'd _ t 
In bright proceſſion oer them roſe: 5 e 
The graces then, and ſportive loves, 4 | 
Oft meeting in the muſes? groves, 


— 


Would give their time to ſportive atk; 
Sometimes the vine and myrtle wreathing, 
Or Lydian airs ſymphonius breathing, 
Or dancing light to airy meaſures. 

But from thine haggard eye, 25 
Aghaſt ! they ſtarting fl 35 

Averſe to view thy dreadful deeds, 

To happier climes they ſpeed their way, 


Where fpect'red ſhapes ne'er fright the tranquil meads) 


Nor morbid vapours cloud the azure oy” 


But ſee, where truth, celeſtial fair, 
: Swift gliding thro” the lurid air, 

With cloud-diſpelling bearhs, invades 
"Thoſe depths where reaſon gleams in Be 
And bids the ſoul exulting fly, = 
Beyond the vaſt cerulean ſky, 
Where, to her wond'ring fight, is ſhewn 
Th' eternal-fix'd, empyreal throne, 
8 glories inexpreſſive glow,) 

hence ſeas of bliſs exhauſtleſs flow, 

With ſwelling waves, thro? boundleſs ſpace, 
Nor limits own of time and 5 ; 
O! tyrant of the ſlaviſh ſoul, - . 
Round whom cimmerian ſhadows roll ; 
Say, who can turn their timid gaze, 
To where, amid the ſapphire blaze, 
Abides the dread ſupernal pow'r, 
Who, at creation's natal hour, 
To order call'd chaotic ftrife, / 
And wak'd unnumber'd forms to life; 
Yet, not thy baffled rage defy, 
And ſcary the terrors of thine eye 
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o SONNETS. © 
10 MYRTILLA. 


'Y mind doth brood ſuch fearfulneſs of woe, 
And my heart cankers with a gall ſo deep, 

That theſe dull eyes refuſe with tears to flow : | 
Yet, dimning ſoon, like thoſe of children weep. e 
And now, foreboding, I would urge to know — 
Thoſe many ſtorms which yet, unbidden, ſleep; . 
Waiting fit time to thwart me as I go. * 
Such are my 4 hours. I think on thee, 
On thee, Myrtilla!— but the wretched thought, 
That I, who would not be defect in-aught 
To thy beſt health, may make thy miſery, 
O'erwhelms my ſoul ;* and Iican think no more. 
Sure we may hope, this track of tempeſt o'er, 
To meet, and live on ſome leſs cheqler'd ſhore! 


M1s p, lovely wk. moft prone. to love 
My humbleſt tribute; nor with frowns reprove | 
The ſaddeſt fancy of my various day 
Wilt thou, again, forgive my random ſong „ 
Of ſharp repinement? It did not belong e 
To thee; for thou art goodneſs ; and the lay * 
Was for m'd of grief, engender'd by miſdeed. | 
Fen now I grieve, I grieve, that I could wrong i 
Thy gentle nature with upbraidings ftrange; - CG”. 
As though thou wert the author of my change! | 1 1 
Ah! could I follow where thy virtues lead, e 
Felicity, by me of thought leſs pure, | 33 ä | 
Untaſted yet, would zeſt my peaceful meed, 
And en, Myrtilla, where thoſe joys endure ! ! | 
bel he r. COURTIER. . 

| THE LONELY HOUR. A 

HE night i is dark, the wind is loud, 

: The rain in heavy tortents falls; ; 
On many a fitful blaſt are bowed 

The trees, that ſhade theſe ivied walls, 
Vol. I. | . 4 N 
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This lonely hour, this lonely hs; ; 
A ſcene ſo happy ance, and dear! I 
Recalls too ſtrongly what has been, 
And fteals my bitter, widow'd tear. 


7 4 + .O, Charles ! while o'er thy ſleeping an, cit 


, With ſtreaming eyes I ſadly bend; 
I fee thro? all her feature's mild, 5 ap" 
Thy ſpirit, fire, and ſweetneſs, blend. 5 
4 watch her fl ing ſmiles, och lee . | 


As. prompte! y thy angel ſhade; 5 
And tho uncheek' d my eyes will ms 3 


No ſelfiſh griefs my beart invade.  . WED | Sh 
I feel that thou, in realms on high, „ | 
Look'ſt kindly on thy Anna here: = Fa 
And ſee'fi thy early laurels fly 75 1 ; 5 | = 
Like trophies, o'er ico ps bier. E 1 pi 
L only weep that me is „„ 1 
Io a young; yielding mother*s 8 „ Pro 
Who her tend'reft guardian ". © 1 SR * 3 85 \ 
But ill can guide her darling care. | Nor 
Who, forc'd in rank and pomp to live, © | 8 
When cottag' d comfort claims her wiſh ; | | In v 
Finds ſtate, no one enjoyment give, he 2 | 'L 
Thro? all its varied boatts blifs. | Es 
Ah! yes it does; one 7775 breaſt W bo | 
Where royal virtues ſoftly heat: TE 


One heart, by love and friendſhip bleſt, - 
Still makes my bitter potion ſweet. 


Lov'd, honour'd Frederiea! hear © The r 
The truths theſe fimple lays diſcloſe ; That 
O! view my fond, m grateful tear, 5 8 And 

bs. And take the tear, for 2 it nn. 5 ln fic 

ed Rs —_ 2 ; ANN. Ah! 1 

5 | Who, 

5 On eve 

A Fi And v 
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To ANN. 
BY MR. R. A. DAVENPORT. | 

Hob, who pour ſt a ſweeter ſtrain, 
Than her who charms the ſoul of n 15 


Alas, that ſorrow's gloomy. train, 
Should rudely harm thy gentle ſprite. 


Yet ceaſe to weep, and ceaſe to fear— b 
Though ſainted now in realms above, 
The youth, for whom thou ſhed'ſt rhe tear, * 
Shall guard thee ſtill with fondeſt love; ; 


Shall ſee, with- glad, approving eyes, 
Where, o'er. his early, glorious: —_—....- 

| Fann'd by a grateful nation's fighs, 09  _ . . 
The cypreſs and the laurel Wave. N 6 


Spirits of tenderneſs od truth, "%- 25: 
Shall hover round thy infant care, *. 

Protect from ill; adorn her youth,  « ? 
With mind and: orm, like thine moſt 17 | 


Nor thou from pomp's gay ſcenes, unblett, 
Shrink back by holy fears alarm d. 
In 2 thoſe toys aſſail the breaſt, 
Lov'd by the muſe, by. virtue arm'd! _ 
| * FS 5 
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HERE i is the ſummer foliage fled, 
That wav'd around my youthful head, 
The roſes ſweet, the cow1ſlips pale, 
That down yon ſloping dell , 
And graſſy vale, 
n rich luxuriance lov /d to dwell? . 
. Ah! where is now the lonely Philomel, 
Who, in yon deep copſe, ode, out her penſive lay 
On eve's laſt breeze, 
And wrapt in tufted trees, 
Jang her ſad ſong far from che 8 of day A 
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And hows are now the GL — . nt nrrg? 


The bloſſom'd wreaths, the wild perfumes, a 
The ſpicy fragrance of yon leafleſs bower ? 4 
Alas! all gone, and now with mournful fighs, ? 
Each tree, each ſhrub, confeſſes autumn's power, 5 
* * » And, all deſerted, meet my 2 eyes! 
© Unhappy heart! is this the ſcene, 
Is this the dear adored grove, / | 
© Where fondly circled in the arms of e, | „ 
Beneath this ſhade, amid theſe Wee, „ 
I once was wol to roye? PRE | 
* * 
Stream on my tears! in fad aſſent fan n, 
For ah! too fadly, does this alter d ſhade, E N 
Pourtray the havoc rutiſleſs time has made 
In thee, ape in thy bliſs ſo long, long gone: 5 
For he, who from yon naked r Ti 
Once pluck'd the infantagple”s bluſh, 5 
Who from yon lone, deFrted bower, Hz 
a here now alone the night-froſts lem) : . 
ce cull'd the faiteſt : boſomꝰ d flower, * / Fri 
And thought it Love's high heaven to 2 : 5 
With the ſweet off ring, Laura”: 8 neck. — — g Til 
8 O! wild, remember d dream f 1 
N Hence from this made ening E this beating heart, Th 
For thou art fled, and with thee every joy, = \ 
That ever could this guiltkeſs. breatt employ. . 1 55 But 
O Erneſt, Erneſt! ! where is now thy oath ! SS £ 
Thy ſealing kiſs, thy plighted troth? / Yer 
| Where all that endleſs ſource: of fondeſt love, W 1 aan A 
| Which once, could to this __ Sofas. e Loy The 
That magic charm, | | 3 „ "gag T 
That ſoul-ſeducing grace, 5 
Which late, thy only valued breaf could warm, e HR Nati 
And give me in thy hallow'd heart a 1 3 - 
Where are they gone?) 3 Tw. 
Gone to the wild, wild wayes, 5 Al 
And wilder winds ! ! And now, with many a. | groan, The 
Amid theſe nen fin e to our Miſe, NED W 
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Thy poor unhappy Laura i un 
And weeps o'er ſpots ſhe once could fondly kiſs; 
Yes, conſcious ſhades, among your walks I'll tray, 
And walk with tears your e and ſigh my foul away 
ANNA MARIA PORTER, 


: 70 4 FRIEND ' 
WHO REPROACUES ME WITH MELANCHOLY: 


O me the budding ſcenes decay, 
Which glow'd in fancy's brighteſt hue; 
And hope's gay Spring, and youthful May, 
Ere rapture ken'd, in haſte withdrew. _ 


I faw their quick, unheeding flight, 
And would, if prayers could aught avail, 

Have ſnatch'd them from encircling night, 
And bid the ſun of peace prevail. 


Friendſhip was mine: and friends more ware; 
The feeling boſom never knew, 

Till in misfortune's peltin ng ſtorm, 
The glow-worm gliſten'd from my view. 


Then love appear'd, a roſy boy, | 
With many a feſtal year entwin'd: - 
But love could promiſe to, decoy; 

And wreck in ſport, the penſive mind, 


Yet vain regret, F do not count + 
Among the number of my woes: 

The ſweets of pleaſure's fairy. mount, 

The joy which no abatement knows, 


Nature herſelf muſt wane and die, 

And foaring genius ſtoop to duſt ! 

*T were impious then, to waft the ſigh, 
At once repining and un juft. 


The griefs I mourn, entrench-too deep, _—_ 
Within the foldings of the breaſt, _ 1 | 
For aught but death's unvaried fleep, 3 i 
To give this OY (paxix ret. 
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N tome lone W it were better far 

Jo live, unknown, amid Contentment's ifle, 
Than court the bauble of an air-blown ſtar, 

Or barter honour for a prince's ſmile. 


Hail, tranquil-brow'd Content, ſoft ſylvan God, 
Who. lov'ſt to fit beſide ſome cottage fire, 

Where the brown preſence of the blazing clod, 
Regales the aſpect of the aged fire. . 


There, when the Winter's children, bleak and cold, 
Are through December's gloomy regions lefl; : 
The church-yard tale of ſheeted,ghoſt is told, 
While fix'd attention dares not turn his head. 


Or, if the tale of ghoſt; or pigmy cpright, 

Is ſtript, by theme mote cheerful, of its power; 
The Song employs the early dim of night, 
Dill village Curfew counts a later hour. | 


And oft the welcome neighbour loves to ſtop, f 
Io tell the market news, to laugh, and ſing, 
O' er the lov'd cire' ling jug, whoſe old brown top, 

Is wet with kiſſes from the florid ring. 


There, whil'ſt the cricket chirps its chimney Tong, 


Within ſome crumb'ling chink, with moſs embrown'd ; | ; 


The lighted ftick diverts the infant throng, 
And fans are wav'd, and ribbands twirl'd around. 


Katwine for me the wreath of rural mirth, 

And blaſt the murm'ring fiend, from chu ſent; 
Then, while the houſe- dog ſnores upon the hearth, , 
I'll faty and Roth: thy ſacred name, Content! 

JesEphus. 
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70 A FRIEND UNSUCCESSFUL IN LOVE. 


HY ſhould my friend, dejeted, ſtray, 
Alone, thro' dark unwholeſome glades ; 

Why ſhun the cheerful light of day, 

Immur'd in thick, receſſive ſhades : 


is 
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While round thee \, plenic fiends ee 
And fancy's ever mimic art 

Pourtrays, in ſickening tints, the glance, 

The ſcornful glance, that pains the heart? 


Then leave the dark embowering haunts, : 
Where grief a ſullen deſpot reigns; . 


And court the ſcene where pleaſure flaunts, 


A feſtive maiden, o'er the plains. 
Think how inglorious tis to lie 


/ Supine-in thought, mid fragrant bow'rs ; ; 


To mark the ſtreamlet urg ing by, 
And liſtleſs gaze on op' ning flow'rs. 


Tho” balmy odours, ſoft may flow, | 
Which wanton zephyrs round them . 
And nature's kindling graces glow, 

In all the pride of new-born Spring, 


No healing joys pervade thy breaſt; 

Still woe impedes thy ſadden'd eyes, 

Dives far from thee abhorrent reſt, 
And wafts away thy ſoul in ſighs! 


Yes unmatur'd, each virtue droops, 

That once adorn'd life's vernal morn; 
Depreſs'd, thy gen'rous ſpirit ſtoops 

Beneath relentleſs Myra's ſcorn. 


Diſdain the ſmiling tyrant's ſway, 
Let noble aims thy boſom fire; 

Ariſe ! nor ſink an hapleſs prey 
To fruitleſs aims and yain defire ! 


Heav'n ftill may give a kinder fair; 
Let her thy raptur'd thoughts employ— 
To gild the paſſing cloud of care, | 
And wing thy flecting hours with joy ! ! 


For yielding beauty's lambent blaze, 
Sheds thro? the troubled ſoul delight; 

Mild, as when Luna's filvery rays 
Diſpel the Aitting ſhades of night, 


| JOHN JAMES PEAT. 
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TWO SONNE TS. 
3 SY: Tn HARRAL. IE 11 ' 
Doo, luckleſs wretch ! for me the ftar of hope, 
That with falſe luſtre ſhone, now finks in night: 
ts feeble beams no more illume the morn 
Of future time. To give ſad forrow ſcope, © 1:1 
Is all I now can do.—Yes! I was bom | 
To feel its keeneſt pangs. My aching fight 
Shall never more behold the maid to whom -_ 
My earlieſt vows were pledg'd, for ſhe is dead ! | 
Inſenſate as the marble of her tomb, © | 
I« all that once was lovely, king, and true. 
Oh! as wild fancy pictures to my view, 
Scenes of paſt joys, that loug, lang ſince have fled, 
I ſtrive to graſp the viſionary gleam - 
In vain! for death, alone, can realiza the dream. 


e ON ; 
THE ANNIVERSARY OF MY BIRTH-DAV. 
CANNOT hail with joy, this clouded morn; 
For, like my wayward fate, a heavy gloom. Be 
nvolves its opening hours. The fading bloom | | 
Of youth, now withers on my cheek. Forlorn, =. D. 
And comfortlefs, my three - and-twentieth year | | 
Preſents no ſoothing pleaſures to my foul. Th 
Alas ! for me, no gleams of hope appear; 
But o'er my head dark months of ſorrow roll 5 
In dull, ſucceſſive round. My ſpirit ſinks 3 
When I ſurvey the anguiſh paſt. Methinks | 


The miſeries I've felt might well atone | Le 
For fins, out- numb' ring far my years. Alone | 4 
I fray. No gentle ſharer of my grief, | Spi 
Cheers my ſad heart, or yields my ſoul relief. | ( 
November 18, 1797. | © x 1 
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ON THE CLOSE oF THE YEAR 17975. | 


S yet fair peace declines our proffer'd n; 
Nor hears the widow's pray'r, the 8 8 cry : : 
But ttrife, ſtill rankling, knits his ſullen brow, | 
And broods new tempeſts for this nether 805 


Europe be calm: and view thy ravag d foil; 

* Thy ſoil — rd, or manur'd with blood; 
Where war, half-ſated with his frantic toil, DES: : 
Laves his dried finews in the human-flood. | | 


_ Akk, why this conteſt; hen; wild war 8 
Would woo the comforts of reſtoring peace? 

Why groaning myriads, yet on carnage bent, 
' Thoſe myriads—MEN, ſhquld wiſh no kind releaſe? 


Is it for freedom, and in freedom's cauſe, | 
The battle rages? Once, ia time long paſt, 

This might have been; but freedom's aweful laws, 
Her trumpet rais'd, ne et blew deſtruction's blaſt. 


But faint repoie has ſpread her miſty veil 
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O'er half Europa's late conflicting ſhores; - e 
No longer floats the banner to the gale, | 1 N 

And joy is heard, ſave where the ſage 8 5 
Tho ſage, who, lifting his untrammel'd üght, "1%, 2343 eh | 


Beyond the tardy intercourſe of years, 
Beholds, unmov'd, that unaverted night, 
Which lives, though ſtifled, in the weak man's fea, | 


Deſerted ALBron! it is thine to brave © | 
The loud defiance of a wayward ſtate 7 | 
Tk GAUL reviles thee, while himſelf a ſlave, RET 
And proudly. arrogates the bolt of fate. 


| Yes, they are gone, divided from thy aid, „ | {1 

Who ſought thy friendſhip, and jfarm'd the foe, RO. 

Yet, as thou art, forſaken and betray d, N | 4 
And ſunk in all che .. ᷣͤ V1} 

Spirit is thing, if 7 thou canſt rake 1 
One ſpark amid e aſhes of thy fires ! 4 N 

Thou yet art great, if yet thy foul. can make | 
One modern glory of their deathleſs Hres, 


4 
Tz * 1 —— 
— — 
— — 
- 


— . ˙ Q ⁵⁰ . ; ; | U . — >, 


Lk i oats 


— —ů Re ds cet — 


LL. 
_ lh 


n 82 
n Ws; 


Think that a 


Which ſink Britannia in a patty<ftrife ; 


O! in this gloom my—but momentous hour, 


ampden, that a Sydney died, 
Not in baſe union with IN VA DIN Power; z 
But to maintain their country's deareſt pride EO 


Begone thoſe petty cares, thoſe fretful aims, 
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| Britons ! tis BRI TAIN your affection claims, 
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ADY, though never hath. the chance been e 
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PE; ] Far from my native ifle, With va; 
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feet, 


trace the wild tower-crefted ſhores of Rhine; 
Where bloom thy charms pre-eminently ſweet ; 
| ;Yet thee with no cold friendſhip do I greet: 
But glad; with Frederic, throne thee in my heart, 


1 O fince by him ſo dearly low d tho Art, 
In thee, I claim a brother's tender part, 


And hear him oft, love - taught, thy Pfui r. 


* And fondly deem thee paſſing good and „, 
And pray that thou mayſt ner feel the ſmart 
| g gncf, or ſuccourleſs deſpair. 
O O ſtill be thine, illum'd by fortune's ray, 
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